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New in styling, new in efficiency, with new convenience and new economy. These are the hallmarks of 
FAWCETT ranges for. '58 ! You will finCJ a model to suit every home and every pocket • . . with the· 
same dependable qualities that have made FAWCETT a household name in Canadian homes for more 
than a century. Choose a FAWCETT with confidence .•. for beauty, and cooking ease. See them at 
your dealer's now. 
Model 3365 KITCHEN HEAJER GAS RANGE 
A Deluxe range with built-in gas heater of 35,000 
B.T.U. capacity for instant heat when required · ... 
thermostatic control maintains desired kitchen 
temperature. Harper-Wyman burners . • • one 
with automatic temperature control. A complete 
line of ranges •.• widths from 20" to 36" ... and 
combination ranges. 
Model 3306 ELECTRIC RANGE 
Sparkling white • • • high lighted by black and 
chrome. Automatic features include Thermal-Eye 
temperature controlled surface element • . • clock 
controlled oven • . • Fullvue oven window and 
light . . • easily reset circuit breakers mounted on 
backguard. Ranges available in 20", 30" and 
36" widths ••• standard, deluxe and combination 
models. 
See FAWCETT Heating and 
Cooking Appliances for '58 
ENAMEL & HEATING PRODUCTS Limited 
SACKVILLE, N. B. • AMHERST • HALIFAX • MONTREAL • VANCOUVER 
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The cover illustration is of 
H.R.H. Princess Margaret re-
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anyone can make 
a good cup 
of tea •.. 
• 
when the tea 
KING COLE 
ORANGE PEl(OE 
is 
Hot and fragrant . . . or frosty-cold 
... it's taste that counts in tea! 
Enjoy the ultimate in tea flavour 
the brisk, refreshing goodness of 
KING COLE Orange Pekoe. 
KING COLE Orange Pekoe Tea is 
available, for your convenience, in 
gauze or filter paper bags, as well 
as by the pound. 
l(ING COLE TEA 
G. E. BARBOUR CO., LTD. 
NORTH MARKET WHARF 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
Branches at 
WOODSTOCK, N.B. - ST. STEPHEN, N.B. - EDMUNDSTON, N.B. 
FREDERICTON, N.B. - HALIFAX, N.S. - SYDNEY, N.S. 
ST. JOHN'S, NEWFOUNDLAND 
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The New Brunswick 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
ROGRESS 
N etv Brunswick 
has captured the imagination 
of ALL CANADA with its 
power development programme 
Here, in this Province-by-the-Sea 
large blocks of low-cost power 
are now available for industries 
both large and small. 
With the coining "on line" of the 
Beechwood Hydro Development 
and the proposed construction of a large 
thermal plant, New Br11ns\vick is 
well ahead of a rapidly clin1bing load curve . 
. . . . . . . . 
I . 
Ellf!Nlf . POWEii fOMMl!!ION> 
.. 
. . . . . . . . 
Fredericton 
New Brunswick 
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To ship to Central Canada 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
and the West ... remember 
3 
Check the advantages of 
Air Freight for your shipments. 
TCA can fly almost anything, 
anywhere - and all TCA flights 
carry Air Freight. 
TRANS·CANADA AIR LINES 
SEPTEMBER, 1958 
LIGHT AND 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
REFRESHING AS A . SEA BREEZE! 
OLAND'S 
BEER 
If you're not completely satisfied 
with th.e beer you've been buying---
try Schooner! Here's a beer 
tl1at's gentle, with never the 
slightest trace of bitterness- yet has 
all the full, tangy flavour of a 
true, naturally brewed malt lager. 
DON'T SAY "BEER"-SAY cfloone.r 
MALT lager 
with the MILD flavour 
OLAN D'S MASTER BREWERS FOR FIVE GENERATIONS 
4 SEPTEMBER, 1958 
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when your Pay Cheque stops 
through Sickness or Accident? 
Bills . • • Bills . • • how they mount when 
sickness or accident occurs ... 
Who would pay the doctor .•. the hospital 
••. the light and fuel bills? 
Who would pay the grocer? 
Talk it over with your 
Mutual Friend* 
See your nearest *Mutual of Omaha repre-
sentative right away. Take out an Income 
Protection Policy. Then, when covered sick-
ness or disabling accident occurs, Mutual of 
Omaha will pay direct to you CASH SUMS 
EVERY MONTH as long as you cannot 
work ... for life if need be (depending on 
plan selected). 
OF OMAHA 
MUTUAL BENEFIT HEALTH AND ACCIDENT ASSOCIATION 
World's largest Exdusive Health and Accident Companr 
Head Office: Toronto, Ontario 
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Play Safe While You're Sound 
Join our New Circle Security P!an 
If your present health is good and you are a 
steady wage-earner, then you may qualify 
right now for our NEW CIRCLE SECURITY 
PLAN. This plan is well worth your investi-
gation for with it you enjoy special coverages 
that will do more for your security and peace 
of mind, at low cost. 
~------------------------~ I I I Mutual of Omaha, I 
I 520 University Avenue, I 
I Toronto, Ontario. I 
I I Please send me full information on your New Circle I 
Security Plan and its special coverages at low cost 
for those who qualify. 
Nc:1111t! .•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 
Street .......................................................................................... . 
City or Town. ............... , .................•.......................................•...• 
Province ......................................................................................• 
Telephone Number ...................................................................• 
~------------------------~ 
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The 
WONDERWARMS 
• \ 
by \!:1indsor Wear 
winter-warm •.. aummer-llght Dynel blended with cotton 
Cozy warmth doesn't have to have weight ... or itch ... or chafe! Not when you wear Lanolized 
Wonderwarms knitted of 25% Dynel and 75% fine combed cotton - treated with Lanolin, 
the comfort ingredient, for new soft fitting freedom that won't creep up, bind or bunch. 
Easy-care Wonderwarms machine wash, fast dry. They're fully cut to Canadian 
size standards, pre-shrunk to keep their trim figure and yours. Short-sleeve Shirts .•• long or 
knee-length Drawers ... long or short-sleeve Combinations feature slim .. 
flat lock seams, snug elastic necks, double gussets, taped fronts, heat-resistant waistbands 
to retain brand-new spring through countless launderings. 
The Aristocrat of Undergarments in styles, 
models and weights for every need and situation. 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
If it's warmth you want, don't settle for weight! 
Buy Wonderwarms .•• at your favorite fine store. 
NOVA SCOTIA TEXTILES, LTD. 
Windsor, Nova Scotia 
• 
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Ship Anything ••• Anywhere ••• • 1n BATHURST CONTAINERS 
• 
• 1n a 
BATH URS 
CRATE 
Because a thousand pound motor takes a lot of lifting, 
it has to be perfectly packed for shipment ... and that's 
where BA THU RST crates excel! BA THU RST crates are 
rugged yet made to the highest standard of quali_ty ..• 
are supplied knocked-down yet easily assembled ... are 
low in cost yet readily re-usable. What's more, they can 
be designed to take all kinds of heavyweight electrical 
equipment and machinery. Remember, your packaging 
problem is BATHURST's business! 
BATHURST CONTAINERS 
LIMITED 
A Division of Bathurst Power & Paper Company Limited 
PAPERBOARD AND PULP MILLS-BATHURST, NEW BRUNSWICK 
CONTAINER SALES OFFICES: ST. LAURENT, QUE. TORONTO HAMILTON 
1035 Hodge St. 1000 Gerrard St. E. Covel l Ave. 
Riverside 4-6461 HOward 1-9494 Liberty 4-2846 
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ST. BONIFACE, MAN. 
82 5 Marion St. 
CHapel 7-1196 
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Looking for a fast buck? 
New Brunswicl{ 
open season 
Oct. 1 to Nov. 30 
allows you two deer 
Ruffed Grouse and Spruce Partridge open season-
Oct. 1 to 31. 
Ducks and Geese- Oct. 1 to Dec. 9, subject to local 
variations. 
Brant- Oct. 15 to Nov. 14. 
Woodcock and Wilson's Snipe- Oct. 1 to 
northern counties Sept. 20 to Oct. 24. 
ov. 4; 
Hunting License Vendors are located in every city, 
town and village for the convenience of visiting 
sportsmen. 
Non-resident hunters must be accompanied by reg-
istered and licensed guides. 
Details of open seasons, licenses and contacts with 
reliable outfitters from: 
NEW BRUNSWICK TRAVEL BUREAU 
P.O. BOX I 030 - FREDERICTON - NEW BRUNSWICK CANADA 
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May, June, July, August, 
September 
The "danger" months in Canadian forests 
From early spring to late fall, the menace of fire hovers over our forests. 
Periods of dry weather which often occur between April and October spell 
d-a-n-g-e-r in the vast expanses of forests which are Canada's richest natural 
resource. 
As never before our fire fighting agencies are on the alert to detect fires 
quickly and to put them out with the least possible delay. New weapons and 
tlew techniques mean greater efficiency in this vital task. 
But the best cure is still prevention. When the man-made fire disappears 
from our forests as it has in many countries of the world, we will have achieved 
our highest objective. 
NEW BRUNSWICK INTERNATIONAL PAPER. COMPANY 
Dalhousie, N.B. 
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What does a BRICK home 
REALLY cost? 
. ' 
' 
THAT'S the title of an interesting booklet we have recently published in response to many inquiries on the subject. 1'he 
book contains charts, house plans, comparisons of material costs 
. . . and the whole story of home building costs. It is concise, easy 
to read and understand . . . shows how an attractive, ultra-
modern brick home (like the one illustrated here) can be built 
at a price that may surprise you. 
PATI SEND FOR YOUR r-- -----!--..__ ....... _-=-1--------+1--
I ....... a. IQ l------1 
I I I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
--1 
I __ , 
I 
Mnl'V-"1--'m I 
,=..;.._.--.• I 
I 
.......... l-
FREE 
BOOKLET 
·-------------------------------------, 
I I L. E. SHAW LIMITED-P.O. BOX 996-HALIFAX, NOVA SCOTIA : 
: Please send me my FREE copy of your new illustrated booklet: i 
I "What Does a Brick Home Really Cost?" I 
I I 
I Name ................... ......................... ....... ........ ......... ... ... .. ........... ... .. ............ I 
I I l Address ........ ........... .... ............. ...... ....................... .......... ... ... ... .. .............. : 
L----------------------------------~ 
L. E. SHAW LTD' 
HEAD OFFICE, HALIFAX, N.S. 
Plants at: Halifax • Dartmouth • Lantz • New Glasgow • Sydney 
Fredericton • Saint John • Chipman 
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LETTERS 
Atlantic Cable 
Sir: 
Ross Dewitt's story of The First At-
lantic Cable should have told that Cyrus 
Field was only the financial organizer. 
'fhe real pro1ector and manager of the 
idea was an Englishman living in Syd-
ney, N.S. - Frederick Newton Gisborne, 
who married one of the important Bur-
chell clan, built the Glasgow and Cape 
Breton Railway (now the S and L) and 
later was Dominion Superintendent of 
Telegraphs for the whole country. 
Also, long before the Atlantic Cable 
was laid, he built or submerged the first 
telegraph cable anywhere between Cape 
Tormentine and Prince Edward Island. 
lt was this pilot plant's success that con-
vinced Field's New York and London 
friends that they would not lose their 
money in the larger venture. 
And (as I am in a critical mood) the 
first trans-Atlantic wireless message was 
not sent from Signal Hill, St. John's, but 
from Table Head, Glace Bay. 
Reason for this was that the N ewfie 
government at the instance of the Mac-
Kay cable monopoly kicked Marconi off 
the island before his experiments were 
complete. He was trying to work with 
Poldhu, Cornwall, and one day that sta-
tion did pick up what it thought might 
be the letter ''Z'' but they never were 
sure. 
Marconi retreated to Canada, broke, 
and was befriended in Sydney by Dr . 
Ernest Kendall, M. P., and Alex Johnston, 
M.P., the latter for many years Deputy 
Minister of Fisheries. 
They interceded with Sir Wilfrid Laurier, 
who appropriated enough money to set 
Marconi up in business at the Bay whence 
the first real wireless message was sent 
to Poldhu. 
I was glad to see the Roy story about 
Peachy Carroll. He mentions that Jim's 
name was Duffy - which dovetails with 
that C.P .R. official's statement that Buck 
and Jim were not such mysteries as has 
always been supposed. You will recall he 
said it was suspected Jim was related to 
local people in Westmorland County and 
the mystery was invented to cover up 
for them. Duffy is a common name in 
eastern New Brunswick. 
H. B. JEFFERSON 
Halifax, Nova Scotia 
(jJ The Marconi monument on 
Signal Hill has a plaque which reads: 
"The first trans-Atlantic wireless sig-
nal was received by Guglielmo Mar-
coni on December 21, 1901, on this 
spot. "-Ed. 
Superb Issue 
Sir: 
The July issue is superb, especially the 
report on the premiers in London, and 
also Michael Carlton's article and pictures, 
a very spirited undertaking, I think, re-
quiring much gumption. . . 
The magazine as a whole is in my 
opinion one of the three or four topmost 
in Canada. 
STEPHEN SCHOFIELD 
Rothesay, New Brunswick 
British Aircraft 
Sir: 
I wish to draw your attention to a 
statement which appeared in the interesting 
article "For Whom the Trumpets Blew" 
in the July issue of your magazine. 
SEPTEMBER, 1958 
On page 55, Mr. Wardell is incorrect 
in stating that the Britannia is the new, 
enlarged version of the Viscount. The 
Viscount is made by the Vickers Aircraft 
Company, and the Britannia, by the 
Bristol Aircraft Company - competitors 
in the field of commercial aviation in 
Britain. 
The new enlarged version of the Vis-
count, is I believe, the Vickers Valiant-
which is not yet in service. 
CHARLES G. ROGERS 
3 96 Piccadilly A venue 
Ottawa, Ontario 
fjJ Certainly the Britannia is a 
Bristol aircraft, and the Viscount a 
Vickers. But the Britannia is the new 
enlarged version of "turbo-prop" de-
sign pioneered by the Viscount-Ed. 
Stanfields 
Sir: 
In Archie MacNeil's excellent article 
"Truro" in the July number, there is a 
slight omission in connection with the 
history of Stanfields Limited. 
The firm was founded by Charles E. 
Stanfield and his brother-in-law, Samuel 
Edward Dawson, in Tryon, P.E.I. in 1856. 
Some years later, Mr. Dawson bought 
out Mr. Stanfield (who went to Truro) 
and the Tryon Woollen Mills Limited was 
carried on by Mr. Dawson until ill health 
forced him to retire in favour of my 
father, the late John Dawson Reid-Mr. 
Dawson's nephew. 
The Tryon Woollen Mill, until the end 
of the century, was, I believe, the only 
knitting mill on P. E. Island, and did a 
good business throughout the Maritimes, 
Quebec and Newfoundland in the manu-
facture of cloth, blankets and stockinette. 
The heavy cloth, in some beautiful pat-
terns, woven from Island wool, was al-
most indestructible - its only fault be-
ing that it never wore out! As a child, 
our heavy winter coats, when we outgrew 
them, were sent to missions in Labrador, 
as good as new; and I am sure some of 
the blankets must be around P .E.1. to this 
day. Unfortunately the business dwindled 
at my father's death in 1903, and the mill 
went out of existence by fire about 1915. 
For some years the old boiler lay by the 
mill-pond at Tryon, but of course the 
mill-dam is still there--it is a picturesque 
spot. 
ELEANOR (REID) STEVENSON 
5 Grafton Street 
Charlottetown, P .E.I. 
Nova Scotians 
Sir: 
I enclose my cheque for a subscrip-
tion to The Atlantic Advocate for Mrs. 
Murdock Morrison, 3041 Montana Street, 
Riverside, California. 
This is a wedding gift to Mrs. Margaret 
MacLeod Pershing. She was born in the 
town of Pictou, Nova Scotia. Her father 
was a sea captain. Her mother was also 
of the MacLeod clan, and a native of 
White Hill, Pictou County, N.S., and a 
sister of the late Willie MacLeod of White 
Hill. 
The groom is Chaplain Murdock Mor-
rison, Lieutenant Colonel, United States 
Air Force. He is a native of Cape 
Breton, and has all the charm of a real 
Cape Breton Highlander. 
The wedding of this outstanding couple 
took place July 27 at Berkeley Baptist 
Divinity Chapel, Berkeley, California. 
JAMES w. SMITH 
1299 Calif omia Street 
San Francisco 9, California 
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Dinner at 
Antoine's ... 
in the heart of New Orleans' French Quarter, creates 
new excitement for the whole family. Travel, to so 
many just a dream, can become a reality for your 
family. It's so easy to afford extra luxuries when 
you discover Crown Life's exclusive Special 
Premium Endowment. 
This new concept in financial planning gives you 
more money to spend to-day ... on the good things 
of life ... yet more money to-morrow ... when you 
will need it the most. No other company can offer 
Crown's S.P.E. which gives your family life insur-
ance if they need it, or all of your money back at 65 
if they don't. And it earns profits that really make 
l ·c z · · I 11e • • • iving. 
If you are faced with family financial problems, 
turn to your Crown Life representative-the man 
in your neighbourhood who can show you how you 
may enjoy life to-day and still plan for to-morrow. 
CaowNLIFE 
ESTABLISHED INSURANCE COMPANY HOME OFFICE: 
1900 TORONTO, CANADA 
Address _______________ _ 
Cicy __________ Province ____ _ 
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EXCHANGE your 3% wartime "trctory Bonds 
.==. :·: 
FOR THE NEW 
25 YEAR 
CANADA CONVERSION BONDS ., ... 
ALSO AVAILABLE: 
/ 4 1143 14 YEAR BONDS 
-3 3A3 7 YEAR BONDS 
33 311.t YEAR BONDS 
See your bank, investment 
dealer, trust or loon com-
pany or other financial 
adviser TODAY 
·.::: 
···: 
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and in addition 
• receive 
an immediate 
cash adjustment 
Here's an example of the 
cash adiustment on a $1000* bond 
"Other amounts in proportion. 
VICTORY BONDS 4!/23 25 YEAR 4'143 U YEAR 3~3 7 YEAR 33 3Y4 YEAR 
(Sth V.l.) 3% 
due Jan. 1, 19 59 S25.00 S25.00 S25.00 S15.00 
16th v.tl 33 s22.so s22.so s22.so su.so 
due June I, 1960 
17th v .L) 3% SU.SO SU.SO SU.SO Not 
due Feb. I, 1962 lwith Aug. I it coupon retained by owner) Exchangeable 
18th V.L.) 3% Not Not 
due Oct. I, 1963 Sll.SO S1l.SO Exchangeable Euhangeable 
l91h V.l.I 33 S15.00 S15.00 Not Not 
due Sept. I , 1966 ISept. I Jt coupon mull be attacti.d) Exchangeable bchangeable 
-------~----------~~-~---~~-~----··:·:· 
:·: 
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An Editorial 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE & GUARDIAN 
SUGAR Is SWEET, but bitter dispute is raging around it in the Atlantic Provinces. It started with an appeal to the Atlantic Provinces 
Economic Council by Acadia-Atlantic Sugar Refineries. 
They declared that their Saint John plant was suffering 
unfair competition from other Canadian refineries, par-
ticularly from the Canada and Dominion Sugar Com-
pany, who import large quantities of raw sugar from the 
British West Indies for refining at their Montreal Red-
path plant. 
The dispute concerns the methods of buying, selling. 
and shipping, and hinges on those potent letters c.i.f ., 
f.a.s., and f.o.b., which can so readily make the difference 
between profit and loss. 
For the benefit of those of our readers who are not 
engaged in industry or the study of it (and we ask our 
business readers to forgive us), we give the words for 
which those letters stand. 
C.i.f. means inclusive of cost, insurance and freight. 
F.a.s. means free alongside ship. 
F.o.b. means free on board. 
In other words, c.i.f. means purchase cost plus 
delivery to destination; f.a.s. means purchase cost plus 
delivery to port of departure; and f .o. b. means purchase 
cost plus costs incurred in putting the goods on board 
ship at the port of departure. 
Now we can understand the dispute. 
Acadia-Atlantic Sugar Refineries (Atlantic Sugar 
for short) complain that Canada and Dominion Sugar 
Company (Dominion Sugar for short) receive an un-
fair advantage because the British West Indies Sugar As-
sociation controls the sale and export of all British 
West Indies' sugar and refuses to sell sugar except on 
c.i.f. terms. The association thus controls the freight 
differential between sugar delivered at Saint John and 
Montreal. The difference at present allowed in favour of 
Saint John, where Atlantic Sugar operates, is only four 
cents per hundred pounds, although Saint John is muoh 
nearer to the West Indies than Montreal, where Dominion 
Sugar operates. 
The critics say that the British West Indies Sugar 
Association is dominated by the British sugar giants 
Tate and Lyle, who are shareholders in Dominion Sugar. 
Atlantic Sugar threatened to close their plant at Saint 
John because of alleged discrimination against them. 
There is a further complaint, on general ground. The 
Canadian Government gives a preference on sugar im-
ported from Commonwealth countries of a dollar per 
hundred pounds, which is nearly three quarters of the 
tariff on foreign sugar. Yet the cost of British West Indies' 
sugar delivered c.i.f. Canada is so high in the combined 
total of purchase-cost plus freights, as to have dissipated 
all but fifteen cents of the dollar allowed in preference on 
Commonwealth produced sugar. 
The Atlantic Provinces Economic Council harkened 
to these complaints, and rather hastily petitioned the 
Government of Canada to reduce the Commonwealth 
preference from a dollar to ten cents, so that sugar from 
non-Commonwealth countries might be competitive. 
The Atlantic Salt Fish Exporters Association then 
climbed on to the APEC bandwagon, and supported the 
policy of lowering, or even suspending, the Common-
wealth preference as a good stick with which to beat 
Jamaica into abandoning its five-year-old low ceiling on 
salt-cod prices. 
Dominion Sugar has made a quick return thrust 
by invading the Maritime sugar market. "We intend," 
they say, "to give the same favourable terms to Maritime 
sugar users as those offered by our company and by 
Atlantic Sugar to industrial users of sugar in Quebec and 
Ontario. We understand these terms have not been avail-
able heretofore in the Maritimes." 
Good news this for Ganong Brothers and Mairs 
and other commercial sugar users in the Maritimes who 
were fearful of being put out of business in the Mari-
times by the threatened shut-down of their sole supplier. 
Dominion Sugar further state that Atlantic Sugar, 
through the operation of the Maritime Freight Rates Act, 
can send their sugar from Saint John to various centres 
in Quebec and Ontario cheaper than Dominion Sugar 
can from their Redpath refinery in Montreal; and that 
Atlantic Sugar consequently sell seventy per cent of 
their entire output in those markets in competition with 
Dominion Sugar. 
Atlantic Sugar have spent nearly six million dollars 
modernizing and expanding their Saint John refinery 
during the past four years. They employ 750 workers 
directly, and give a great deal of additional indirect em-
ployment in the port and elsewhere. They are a vital 
link in our Maritime economy. We must fight their 
cause. They say that they suffer a grievous disability 
because of the c.i.f. terms imposed by the British West 
Indies sugar producers. Then APEC should use its very 
considerable influence in getting the terms changed to 
f.a.s. or f .o.b. 
Trying to tamper with the policy of Common-
wealth preferences is not the way. The people of Canada, 
and of the Atlantic Provinces especially, are deeply 
committed, spiritually and philosophically, to the policy 
of closer Commonwealth ties. 
In seeking to loosen them, APEC makes two mis-
takes. First, it won't succeed. And secondly, it will lose 
a host of good friends and supporters in the effort. 
If we may offer its directors a parting word of ad-
vice, it is this. 
Go to Jamaica. See the members of the govern-
ment there. Seek out Mr. "Bobby" Kirkwood, boss of 
the British West Indies Sugar Association and scion of 
the imperial sugar family of Tate and Lyle, and get back 
to the good old custom of negotiating by word of mouth 
- and without threats - to obtain an amelioration of 
the trading conditions which weigh too heavily on the 
Atlantic refinery in Saint John. 
ANNIVERSARY OFFER: We can hind your copies of The Atlantic Advocate for $5 in hard cased 
blue buckram with gold lettering. Send your 12 copies to us (September, 1957, to August, 1958) 
together with your money order for $5. Alternatively, we can supply a complete set of copies 
similarly hound for $7.50. All hound volumes will include a full index FREE. 
Separate copies of the two-year index are available at 25 cents each. 
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APEC AND NEW ENGLAND 
A Report on the Second Joint Economic Conference 
on on by S. NOXON 
"The Atlantic Provinces and the New England States, being contiguous territorially 
as they are, have much in common socially and economically . .. It is meetings 
such as this, where our mutual problems can be discussed, where our differences 
of opinion may be aired and where constructive joint effort for the future may be 
arranged, that augur well for the development of our two regions." 
RAYMOND H. TROTT, Chairman o.f the Board, New England Council 
ATHE NEC-APEC Joint Economic Conference, August 3 to 5, 1958, in Saint John, two hundred men 
and women from the six New England 
States and the Atlantic Provinces sat 
down to take a look at the economic 
facts of life, facts which suggest that 
New England and the Atlantic Prov-
inces will continue to be important 
trading partners. Throughout the con-
ference, the delegates were reminded 
that the people of the two regions are 
bound by real ties of culture, history, 
kinship and commerce. Co-operation 
and joint endeavour are essential for 
these two regions which are but small 
parts of two great federations and 
share a common seaboard tradition. 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
APEC's President, Dr. Frank Mac-
Kinnon, put it this way: "The ocean 
is our horizon and the people of all 
countries which border on it are our 
neighbours." 
In September, 1956, members of 
the New England Council were hosts 
at Bar Harbour, Maine to members 
of the Atlantic Provinces Economic 
Council. Saint John was chosen as 
host city for the 1958 conference. 
At the opening dinner Sunday 
evening, Dr. MacKinnon and Mr. 
Trott welcomed the delegates and set 
the conference theme-"Co-operation 
between the two regions; an analysis 
of common problems and opportun-
ities for joint endeavour." 
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Dr. MacKinnon called the confer-
ence ''an historic occasion ... an-
other stage in the association between 
our regions which has become an 
historic fact. There is no reason for 
conflict between regionalism and 
nationalism. Along our section of 
the long international border between 
Canada and the United States, we 
must see that New England and the 
Atlantic Provinces maintain good-
will and co-operation." 
Papers on the economy of the two 
regions were presented at the first 
conference session on August 4. S. N. 
Branch, an APEC economist, invited 
the delegates to take "A Look at the 
Economy of Canada's Atlantic Prov-
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inces". He pointed out that "the 
economy of the Atlantic Provinces is 
resource based and export oriented". 
As a result, the region is exposed to 
and affected by changes in levels of 
activity in foreign markets. This is in 
contrast to the domestically oriented 
economy of "the New England in-
dustrial complex", Mr. Branch stated. 
"The four Atlantic Provinces occupy 
a land area three times the size of New 
England but their population is only 
about a fifth the size of New Eng-
land's ... There are no mass markets 
like Boston or numerous large metro-
politan areas." On the subject of re-
sources, Mr. Branch noted: "The 
region has an abundance of natural 
resources; prolific fishing banks; min-
erals, including fuels; forest resources; 
hydro-electric potential." On trans-
portation: "The development of im-
proved transportation facilities is as 
important to the Atlantic Provinces as 
it is to New England." 
Summing up, Mr. Branch said: "For 
the future, the Atlantic Provinces must 
seek new sources of investment capital 
for the expansion and development of 
our mineral deposits, the construction 
of additional pulp and paper mills, and 
secondary industry. The U.S. and 
Britain have invested capital in the 
region since the Second World War ... 
This has meant a move toward 
[regional] self-sufficiency, but more im-
portant, diversification. The diversi-
fication has not proceeded as quickly 
as it has in New England, which has 
attracted a number of "nuclear age" 
electronics and defence industries ... 
The expansion of resource based 
industries is unquestionably the key to 
the future growth and prosperity of the 
Atlantic region." 
G. H. El1is, Vice-President and 
Director of Research, Federal Reserve 
Bank of Boston, followed with a paper 
on "New England Business Trends". 
"Although New England had fared 
considerably better during the recent 
recession than some predicted it 
would", Dr. Ellis said, "New England 
has been hit a little harder than the rest 
of the United States" because New 
England is largely a manufacturing 
area. Using graphs and charts, Dr. 
Ellis pointed to what he called 
"scattered signs of a business revival", 
evident in the second quarter of 1958. 
Decline in the index of production 
worker man-hours, a sensitive 
measure of economic activity, was 
noted in New England in the early 
months of 1957 but the downward 
trend was levelling off. 
The importance to the New Eng-
land economy of the new defence 
(ordnance) industries is illustrated by 
the fact that "increasing emphasis on 
guided missiles programmes brought 
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employment in Massachusetts plants 
in May to a level 70% higher than 
a year ago", Dr. Ellis said. "New 
England's ordnance industry provides 
the exception to recent declining 
trends in manufacturing ... "If New 
England can weather the storm ~re­
cession), the rest of the Umted 
States should be able to do so." 
Discussion leaders from the Atlantic 
Provinces and New England tackled 
three specific questions. 
"Opportunities for direct investment 
in business in the Atlantic Provinces-
mo bilization of capital funds"; "Trade 
patterns of the Atlantic seaboard with 
respect to food products-opportun-
ities for developing broader national 
and international markets"; "Business 
participation in university programmes, 
financing and other aids-possibilities 
for increased interchange of students 
and faculty members between the two 
. " regions . 
At a luncheon tendered by the 
Province of New Brunswick, Premier 
Hugh John Flemming welcomed the 
delegates, and commented, "By co-
operative effort we can accomplish 
great things with no loss of our 
autonomy . . . we can and must get 
along together as if the international 
boundary did not exist; as if it were 
. . '' imaginary ... 
The dinner speaker, Walter R. Mc-
Lachlan, Executive Vice-President, Ad-
ministration and Co-ordination, A. V. 
Roe Canada Limited, introduced his 
subject, "Education and Business", by 
saying, "If we accept the argument 
that education and business exist 
basically to improve the status of man, 
there is surely a need in these troubled 
times for close and sympathetic interest 
between the two, so that we can con-
tinue to build the strength~ character 
and knowledge so vital to the growth 
of our countries." Mr. McLachlan, 
who visited the Soviet Union in May, 
spoke of Russia's aim to emerge 
supreme. "It is becoming increasingly 
apparent," he said, "that our ability 
to compete in this age of science is 
going to depend largely on whether or 
not we have sufficient human and 
technical resources . . . The chal-
lenge we face goes far beyond the 
question of how we provide scholar-
ships or libraries, important as they 
are. It is the question of how we 
can educate and mobilize our people 
. . . develop and combine all our re-
sources, human and natural, to meet 
this competition . . . Education and 
business are both in a position to 
bring forward ideas which will con-
tribute to a dynamic, realistic policy 
of leadership attuned to the future ... 
It would be unfortunate if a slight 
downturn in business resulted in a 
reduction in assistance and interest." 
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On the final day delegates heard the 
" Story of Metropolitan Saint John- a 
case study of an Atlantic Provinces 
Community" . The speaker, R. G. L. 
Fairweather, M.L.A., traced the history 
of the city from 1762- when Saint 
John was a trading post- until the 
Second World War. William F. Ryan, 
Dean of U.N.B. Law School, followed 
with an analysis of the "period of 
renewal" or "upswing" in the fortunes 
of the city, brought about by "internal 
forces, participation by community 
leaders in regional activities; a psych-
ological reawakening within the com-
munity." Coupled with these forces 
were external forces, "the develop-
ment at the national level of a new 
concept of economic federalism ... 
and its application", Dean Ryan 
stated. 
As concrete examples of progress 
in industrial development, W. A. S. 
Case, Executive Vice-President of T. 
McA vity and Sons Limited, cited the 
construction of manufacturing plants 
by new and established firms in re-
cent years in greater Saint John. "A 
new $40 million oil refinery designed 
to handle a throughput of 40,000 bar-
rels of crude daily will go on stream 
in eighteen months," Mr. Case said. 
"Service industries are expanding and 
a new thermal electric power plant 
( 67 ,000 h. p.) is under construction; 
port and other transportation fa-
cilities are being modernized . . . 
When a company seeks a location for 
expanded facilities, management must 
be satisfied that it would be to their 
advantage to locate in a given com-
munity. Saint John's share of new 
industry is proof that our commu-
nity is attractive. Greater Saint John 
boasts the greatest industrial diversi-
fication of any area in the Atlantic 
Provinces." 
The fifth panel member, H. H. 
Smith, Executive Director of the Port 
and Industrial Bureau, told the dele-
gates: "The future rests on what the 
community has to offer . . . there are 
three industrial parks in metropolitan 
Saint John, one in Lancaster, one in 
the east, and one in the city proper 
. .. As our province's natural re-
sources are further developed, our 
port can expect substantial captive 
cargo tonnage . . . There are eight 
basic natural resources: minerals, for-
ests, farms, fisheries, power and 
transportation facilities, scenic beauty 
and the human resource. We have 
them all." 
Monday's panel chairmen submitted 
their reports at the concluding con-
ference session. When they stepped 
down, Richard L. Bowditch, Chairman 
of the Canadian-New England Rela-
tions Committee of NEC, summed 
up: "The second conference has been 
a success on the plus side. We learned 
to creep together at Bar Harbour, two 
years ago, and now we are walking 
together. We can work together and 
we should continue to do so . . . It is 
in forums such as this where things 
can be worked out and I propose that 
the next joint conference be held in 
New England as guests of NEC; that 
we undertake a study of freight rate 
divisions, and methods of getting our 
products to market." 
As the second conference ended, Dr. 
MacKinnon said, "We look forward 
to the next conference and I hope 
these conferences will be held in the 
future at regular two-year intervals ... 
The people of the Atlantic Provinces 
value the friendship of New Eng-
landers. We invite you to visit our 
region frequently and we welcome the 
pledge of continued co-operation from 
the New England Council . . . To-
gether we will build for the future." 
The conference - an outstanding 
success. 
The delegates- pioneers in inter-
national good-will. 
The outcome- new friends, new 
ideas, new hopes and a blue-print for 
the future. 
SONNET 
St. Francis walking through Assisi town 
In sandalled feet, bare head, and hempen gown, 
Saw all things under Heaven as brothers born-
The flaunting blossom, and the humble thorn, 
Moon, sun, the smallest bird, the farthest star-
He knew to that vast family no bar; 
For in his heart Love burned, a constant flame, 
Of passion purged. Love was no empty name, 
Fit for a poet's twanging, febrile verse; 
It was a song, girdling the Universe, 
A magic spell that knits sun, moon, and star 
Hung on horizons infinitely far, 
The sullen rock, Man, beasts, the very sod, 
Into eternal covenant with God. 
H. SHIRLEY FOWKE 
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The paint room at Standard Man;,Lfacturing Co. Ltd. 
STICKING TO BUSINESS 
A Story ol Industry in Newfoundland 
by MICHAEL FRANCIS HARRINGTON 
ASMALL GLUE FACTORY has just begun operations on the south side of the harbour of St. 
John's. LePage's plant formerly 1o-
cated in Massachusetts moved to 
St. John's last November to be nearer 
the source of raw materials...-mostly 
cod and haddock skins, obtained from 
the fresh fish processing plants in 
the city. Prior to the move the plant 
was using preserved fish skins im-
ported from Iceland, which are not 
as good as fresh skins. 
The glue manufactured in St. 
John's is the heavy type used in re-
pair of woodwork, broken pottery and 
the like. The glue is shipped in bulk 
The ATLANTIC A DVOCATE 
to the United States in steel drums 
and there bottled or canned according 
to requirements. At the present time 
the plant employs a dozen men, and it 
is likely this number may be in-
creased if conditions warrant. If it 
were found possible to have the glue 
bottled and canned locally the result 
would be to increase the size and im-
portance of the industry in the local 
economy. 
The glue factory may appear to 
be a small thing, but it serves to point 
up what many people have been say-
ing recently about the possibilities 
and potentialities for small industries 
in the St. John's area, and indeed in 
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other parts of Newfoundland, based 
on the availability of certain raw 
materials and a growing population. 
Industries that were not economically 
feasible ten or twenty years ago 
might flourish now solely on the basis 
of a sufficiently large 1.ocal market, 
provided production costs could be 
kept low enough to compete with 
importations. 
No better example can be found 
of the success of a local industry to 
compete with imported products 
than the case of the Standard Manu-
facturing Company Limited. More 
than fifty years ago a group of enter-
prising businessmen, led by Sir Mar-
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maduke Winter, organized a company 
to make two products very important 
in a fishing community - soap and 
oil clothing. A few years later the 
company decided to manufacture 
paint and created the trade name 
"Matchless" destined to loom large 
on the commercial and domestic 
scene. 
In the 1920's the paint business 
crowded out soap-making, and during 
the Second World War the manu-
facture of oil clothes was discon-
tinued as a result of the difficulty of 
securing raw materials. The paint 
business continued to grow by leaps 
and bounds, and today the plant 
stretches over a whole city block on 
Water Street East. The floor space 
takes in more than 70,000 square 
feet, which supports its claim to be 
"the largest paint factory east of 
Montreal". The staff numbers about 
seventy people at its peak periods, 
with a monthly production figure of 
approximately 50,000 gallons. 
The plant embodies the latest 
kind of grinding, milling, mixing, 
tinting, filling and labelling machin-
ery, and Standard boasts of its 
"matchless" technicians. An expert 
paint laboratory tests both raw ma-
terials and the finished products to 
see that the paints live up to Stand-
ard's rigid specifications and high 
standards. The company manufac-
tures two dozen inside and outside 
paints, including a number of marine 
paints and preservations for ma-
chinery and buildings. All these ex-
terior paints and finishes are made 
to Standard's special formulas worked 
out in their own laboratory with a 
view to providing protection against 
the rigorous climatic conditions of 
the Atlantic Provinces. So successful 
have these formulae proved that 
"Matchless" paints are now making 
great headway in the Maritimes, 
where distributorships have recently 
been established. 
Something unique in the manufac-
turing sphere, and yet quite natural 
in the Newfoundland scheme of 
things, is another firm of long-stand-
ing, the Colonial Cordage Company 
Limited, better known locally as "The 
Ropewalk". Like the Standard Manu-
facturing Company Limited, Colonial 
Cordage has not only been able to 
meet local demands, but has recently 
begun to sell its fine products in other 
parts of Canada from a warehouse 
located in Montreal. 
The most interesting feature of 
rope-making at this plant is the 
"ropewalk", one of the few such 
buildings on this side of the Atlantic. 
It projects from the main plant a dis-
tance of a quarter mile, its roof 
notched with skylights. Here the 
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many strands of rope are given the 
final twists as the rope-making pro-
cess nears completion. In the early 
days the hand-spinner was a skilful 
and valuable man. With the rope 
wrapped around his waist he walked 
backwards paying out the fibres as 
he went, while at intervals an appren-
tice gave the strands a twist with a 
hook attached to a revolving wheel. 
The procedure is still much the same 
only today the hand-spinner, or his 
modern counterpart, sits on a car 
running on a miniature railway, and 
strands and tightens the rope ito the 
required length. 
The Colonial Cordage Company 
Limited was founded in 1882 by the 
Hon. Moses Monroe and his brother 
James H. Monroe, natives of North-
ern Ireland. Moses Monroe came 
to Newfoundland on a health trip 
with his uncle, the Rev. Moses Har-
vey, who was appointed pastor of the 
Presbyterian Church in St. John's in 
1852. They were later joined by 
their nephews, W. S. Monroe and F. 
C. Alderdice. W. S. Monroe joined 
the fishery firm of Moses Monroe, 
which became one of the largest in 
Newfoundland, while Mr. Alderdice 
became managing director of Colonial 
Cordage. His sons, James and Har-
old, now operate the business. Inci-
dentally both Hon. W. S. Monroe 
and Hon. F. C. Alderdice became 
premiers of Newfoundland, the for-
mer in the 1920's, the latter in the 
1930's. 
Colonial Cordage has had its ups 
and downs. Three years after it 
was established fire destroyed the 
ropewalk and its valuable machin-
ery. Another serious fire in 1909 
closed the plant for several months 
and caused over half a million dollars 
damage. But the company rebuilt 
and went ahead, adapting its methods 
of production to modern develop-
ments. Once the ropewalk knew 
nothing but the odours of flax, hemp, 
sisal and cotton, but nowadays syn-
thetic materials from the laboratories 
-nylon, rayon, viscose and the like 
-are entering the industry to a lim-
ited degree. 
Because of its small proportions, 
Colonial Cordage must wait and de-
pend on results and trends indicated 
by the more advanced centres of 
scientific and industrial research. But 
once new developments are estab-
lished and innovations accepted else-
where the local management does 
its best to introduce them into the 
business and give the fishing indus-
try the benefit in better lines, twines: 
ropes and nets. 
The birth of heavy industry in 
Newfoundland was synonymous with 
the establishment of the Consolidated 
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Foundry Company. It was founded 
by John Angel of Bridport, Dorset, 
who came to Newfoundland in 1850 
to erect a general iron works for 
Charles Fox Bennett, who also was a 
premier of Newfoundland. Six years 
later Mr. Angel and his son estab-
lished a plant to make stoves and 
nails. It was situated at the corner 
of Hamilton and Alexander Streets, 
in the West End of St. John's. Event-
ually they took over the interest of 
Bennett's mill, and for many years 
theirs was the only foundry and ma-
chine shop in Newfoundland. 
One hundred years ago in New-
foundland there was a great demand 
for foundry products, such as ships' 
stoves, hawser pipes, rouse chocks, 
deck pipes, anchors, grapnels, steer-
ing gear, windlasses and the like. 
Expansion was rapid, and by 1885 
the plant included the original foun-
dry, a rolling-mill and nail factory, 
a machine shop and boiler factory. 
Other iron-works, which had been 
started from time to time, were 
absorbed by the enterprising Angel 
company. On ,the death of the 
founder, shortly after the mergers 
were completed, responsibility for 
management devolved on the Hon. 
James Angel. 
In the early 1890's the operation 
of the new government dry dock was 
let to a private group, Messrs. Angel, 
Harvey and Brown. The Angel-
Brown boiler-making and machine 
plant. and Harvey's coal plant were 
tr an sf erred to the dock premises to 
facilitate repair work. Railway con-
struction was then at its peak and 
the heavv industrial capacity of the 
company's plant was utilized to full 
extent. After the Reid Newfoundland 
Comoany was awarded the contract 
for the operation of the Newfound-
land Railway in 1898, they purchased 
the Angel-Harvey-Brown repair shops 
and heavy industrial activity began 
ta decline. 
In 1915 F. W. Angel, son of Hon. 
James Angel, was authorized to pro-
ceed to Ottawa to investigate the 
possibility of manufacturing muni-
tions in Newfoundland. Discussions 
determined the feasibility of the 
scheme and a plant costing $100,000 
was erected for the manufacture of 
4.5 calibre shell cases. The plant 
employed one hundred men night and 
day for two and a half vears, and pro-
duced 2,000 tons of shells. For his 
work in connection with the shell 
f~ctorv, Mr. Angel was awarded an 
M.B.E. 
The foundry business declined fur-
ther after the war and another mer-
ger was effected in 1930, between 
the Consolidated Foundry Companv 
and the St. John's Nail Manufacturing 
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Seascape 
What is an ocean? To us it is a 
broad highway carrying newsprint 
from our mills to our customers 
all over the world. In years to come 
the ocean highways will carry 
more and more newsprint. 
Today 40% of the world's population 
cannot read or write. Ten years 
from now this figure will be reduced to 
less than 30% . This then is the 
market which must be served by the 
ocean highways. 
The present capacity of the 
newsprint industry is only a fraction of 
the total that will be required in the 
next decade. To help supply this huge 
requirement for newsprint, the 
Bowater Organization is constantly 
developing and expanding its 
production facilities in North America, 
Britain and Europe. 
Bowalers 
• 
THE BOWATER CORPORATION OF 
Mills at: Corner Brook, Newfoundland 
Liverpool, Nova Scotia• Calhoun, Tennessee 
A MEMBER OF 'THE BOWATER ORGANIZATION 
Specially illustrated for 
Bowaters by Tom Hodgson 
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Company under the style of the 
United Nail and Foundry Company. 
Plans were laid to put the new firm 
on a very competitive basis in the 
production of all kinds of metal ware 
and hardware. On the death of F. 
W. Angel in 1937, the management 
of the concern was taken over by his 
son, John B. Angel, a graduate in 
metallurgical engineering from Mc-
Gill University. 
Under his direction much new 
capital was spent in modernizing the 
machinery and plant, and new equip-
ment, such as electro-plating sheet-
metal, galvanizing plants, and elec-
tric furnace, were acquired. In 1949, 
with the advent of Confederation, and 
in view of the increasing business 
being done with mainland firms, the 
United Nail and Foundry Company 
formed a new company to take over, 
as a growing concern, the foundry of 
Thompson and Sutherland at North 
Sydney. Known as the Angel Manu-
facturing and Supply Co. Ltd., it is 
now managed by James Angel, form-
erly assistant manager of U.N.F. In 
addition to its manufacturing activ-
ities, United maintains in St. John's 
the largest warehouse stocking all 
kinds of metal products, and apart 
from its manufacturing is recognized 
as the chief source of supply for struc-
tural steel, copper, aluminum, and 
monel in Newfoundland. 
Of later origin, but major import-
ance in Newfoundland's industrial 
complex, are the two paper compan-
ies, Anglo-Newfoundland Develop-
ment Company Limited at Grand 
Falls, and Bowaters (Newfoundland) 
Pulp and Paper Mills Limited at 
Comer Brook. The A.N.D. Company 
is the oldest, its mill being opened in 
1909, and records show that in the 
years 1909-1957 the company has 
spent in Newfoundland in wages and 
salaries, purchases and services, 
$357 million. Wages and salaries in 
1957 totalled $15,454,000. 
Bowaters, which began in New-
foundland just twenty-five years ago, 
now operate what has been described 
as "the largest integrated pulp and 
paper mill in the world". Their wage 
bill in 1957 was $20 million for all 
phases of operation. The approxi-
mate value of their exports was $45 
million and the average number of 
workers in all operations was six 
thousand. Bowaters suffered a se-
vere setback in April when a serious 
fire put the papermaking machines 
out of commission for a fortnight. 
In an effort to make up production 
the unions agreed to operate the mill 
on a continuous basis from May 20 
to July. 
Since the end of the Second World 
War, both companies have main-
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tained a continuous programme of 
expansion and modernization in order 
to keep up with the steady demand 
for newsprint. However, towards the 
end of 19 5 7 a "softening" of the 
market brought about some curtail-
ment in the industry. Lay-offs in the 
mi11s and woods became inevitable, 
and further reductions in staff and 
production have taken place since the 
new year. 
Both companies report their earn-
ings down in 1957, the A.N.D. Com-
pany by over three million dollars, 
Bowaters by about half as much. 
A.N.D.'s drop is attributed to lesser 
demand for some products, particu-
larly pulp, increased manufacturing 
costs, and the high discount rate of 
the U.S. dollar. For Bowaters, while 
over-all production in the world-wide 
organization was the highest on rec-
ord, the closing months of 1957 saw 
a sharp falling-off in the demand for 
the products of the mills, keen com-
petition in paper and board industries, 
and a rise in wages and cost of raw 
materials. Both mills are now op-
erating on a five-day week. 
The paper companies' problems 
are somewhat complicated by a new 
development in labour circles with 
the advent of the International Wood-
workers Union as representatives of 
the loggers of Central Newfoundland, 
and as bidders for the support of the 
loggers presently supplying the Bo-
waters mill. The situation is rather 
confused at the moment and it will 
be some time before the new pattern 
of labour relations emerges. In the 
meantime Sir Eric Bowater has been 
auoted quite recentlv as expressing 
"complete confidence" in the future 
of the pulp and paper industry. 
Newfoundland's largest and oldest 
continuous mining industry, the iron 
mines of the Dominion Steel and 
Coal Company at Wabana, Bell 
Island, Conception Bav, entered a 
new era in 1957, when Dosco oassed 
into the control of A. V. Roe Canada 
Limited. That may have meant much 
in financial and industrial circles, 
but it scarcely made a ripple in the 
life of the iron ore centre, which has 
been shipoing its product outside 
Newfoundland for sixtv-.three years. 
It was in December. 1895 that the 
first cargo went to Halifax. Ore was 
first shinned to the United States in 
Julv. 1896, and to Germany and the 
lJnited Kingdom in 1897. A con-
tinuous effort has been made through 
the years to imorove olant facilities 
and underground mining methods. 
An extensive mechanization pro-
gramme was begun in 1950 and is 
still going on. 
During 1957, nearly 2,300 men 
were on the company payroll, which 
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totalled almost $ 9 million. Average 
monthly production was 11,5 66 tons, 
more than a thousand tons above 
1956. Total shipments at the end 
of the year were in the vicinity of two 
and three quarter million tons. How-
ever, the optimistic tone that per-
vaded the company's publicity at the 
end of 1957 has changed because of 
"general market conditions which 
have caused a curtailment of ship-
ments". Translation of this state-
ment can be read in a recent an-
nouncement which increased the 
number of non-working days from 18 
to 27 during the period June to No-
vember. 
It is impossible to cover fully the 
entire scope of manufacturing and 
other industrial activities presently 
taking place in Newfoundland. One 
can only refer in passing to the opera-
tions of the Buchans Mining Com-
pany, the reactivation of the copper 
mines in the Notre Dame Bay area, 
and other mineral activity. The 130-
year-old brick yard near Clarenville, 
Trinity Bay, run by the Pelly family, 
with new methods and buildings, 
continues to supply most of the brick 
(700,000) used in local construction. 
Purity Factories Limited, and Brown-
ing-Harvey Limited, are making bold 
advances in the biscuit and confec-
tionery lines and getting wide ac-
ceptance for their products in this 
province and on the mainland. E. F. 
Barnes Machine and Fabricating 
Shops, which produced the first 
motor-boat engines designed and 
made in Newfoundland. has gone on 
to the construction of all-welded steel 
motor vessels now in service as pilot 
boats, long-liners and dredges. Sev-
eral of the industries sponsored by 
the Provincial Government's econo-
mic develooment orogramme are still 
to be reckoned with. 
I have made no mention of the 
PlQantic iron ore developments in 
L~brador of the Tron Ore Company 
of Canada and of the Javelin Group, 
nor of Brinco's uranium deposits nor 
of the vast multi-million nrogramme 
of research expenditure there. The 
'vorld's lar.gest power potentials may 
he develooed bv Brinco at the Ham-
ilton Falls and Bav d'Espoire. Crown 
ZPllerbach are entering the forests 
with a view to utilizing immense sur-
plus resources of timber previouslv 
uncut. A varietv of other exploits are 
in being or on the way. 
All in all. while much of the new 
oromise is in embrvo stage, there 
is a remarkable degree of ac-
tivity, capability and capacity in 
the orovince that su~gests a poten-
tial far greater than one might expect 
to find. and only in the first stages of 
realization. 
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·OF THE HALF MOON 
The Story of 
Captain Herbert Kendrick 
of Shag Harbour, 
Nova Scotia, 
and the Roosevelts 
at Campobello, 
New Brunswick 
by 
EVELYN M. RICHARDSON 
CAPTAIN HERBERT KENDRICK ( "Cap'n Herbie" to his neigh-bours) was living in Barring-
ton, Nova Scotia, when I met him in 
1946. Alert and active, he carried 
himself "trimly" as befitted a yachts-
man, while his more than eighty years 
had not lessened his courtesy nor 
quenched his fine sense of humour. 
He had been born only a few 
miles from Barrington, in the fishing 
village of Shag Harbour where the 
sea forever tugs at boys, and he 
made his first voyage when he was 
nine. With his father and grand-
father, who owned a small schooner 
between them, he went to the Eastern 
Shore to get a cargo of pressed tin for 
one of the local canning factories. 
On the return trip the vessel was hit 
by one of the most destructive gales 
ever known along this coast. Many a 
larger craft went to the bottom, but 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 
Anna Roosevelt takes the wheel of the Half Moon, while Captain Kendrick watches. 
This photograph was taken by Franklin D . Roosevelt in 1909. The Roosevelt photo-
graphs are from the Franklin D. Roosevelt Library. 
the little schooner's cargo of metal 
prevented her from being capsized 
and her sturdy timbers held. When 
the storm struck, the men sent Herbie 
below to his bunk and when they 
found he was being repeatedly flung 
out by the vessel's wild labouring, 
they lashed him in. Dismasted and 
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with sails blown away, the schooner 
went where wind and sea took her 
until, the fury over, her crew were 
able to rig a makeshift sail. Two 
weeks later the three Kendricks made 
port. 
Such experiences never seem to 
discourage youngsters who have the 
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Mrs. Eleanor Roosevelt at Campobello, about 1912. 
sea in their blood. After several years 
afloat and ashore in the fishing in-
dustries of western Nova Scotia, 
Herbert Kendrick, like many of his 
contemporaries, went to the New Eng-
land ports and finally became a 
yachtsman, returning home on half-
pay to spend the winters with his 
family in Shag Harbour. 
I saw that his living room held 
many mementoes of trans-Atlantic 
voyages in large steam-yachts, and 
several pictures of these palatial craft, 
but none of the more modest, and 
more interesting, Half Moon. 
Captain Kendrick rummaged in his 
desk, then passed me a letter with 
the embossed heading "East Thirty-
sixth Street, New York". The writing 
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was forthright and masculine, but the 
pale blue personal paper made one 
suspect that this had been the handi-
est sheet at the moment and had 
really belonged to the writer's wife. 
For me, all old letters enfold poign-
ancy. Here was one written by a man 
who had led his country out of a 
depression and to victory through a 
world war, and who but recently 
dropped his pen forever. This letter 
however, antedated the years of 
leadership and was not concerned 
with momentous affairs. Perhaps, on 
that long-ago spring day, something 
in the air had reminded a young man 
that he had not as yet engaged a crew 
for the sailing season, now near at 
hand. He wrote: 
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April 25, 1906 
Herbert E. Kendrick, 
5 8 Lonsdale St. 
Ashmount 
My friend Mr. T. P. Beal Jr. has 
written to me that you are looking 
for a position as captain and that you 
have been with Mr. Bigelow on the 
Pantooset. 
Our yacht is the Half Moon, a 
schooner with a 16 horsepower gaso-
line engine. We carry three men, the 
captain and two sailors, one of whom 
must understand the gasoline en-
gine. We pay the captain $80 a month 
and $15 board. 
I should like very much to see 
you before doing anything more so if 
possible would like you to come on 
to New York by the Fall River Line 
and of course your expenses will be 
paid. Will you let me know what day 
to expect you as soon as possible and 
what time and I will be here to meet 
you. 
The Half Moon is at Beverly and 
we should want you to begin work 
on her May 15th. We shall be at 
Campobello - opposite Eastport, 
Maine, most of the summer and we 
shall want you until October 15th, 
five months. Hoping to hear from 
you at once, 
Very truly yours, 
Franklin D. Roosevelt 
The appointment proved mutually 
satisfactory and in May, Captain Ken-
drick began his ten years on the Half 
Moon. He himself ran the engine and 
he signed on two men from his own 
neighbourhood as deckhand and 
cook. When the first cook left he was 
replaced by another acquaintance, 
James Atwood. At Campobello the 
three men lived aboard the yacht but 
the captain often visited the Roose-
velt home. Sometimes, in speaking 
of those days, Captain Kendrick re-
membered to say "Mr. and Mrs. 
Roosevelt" - in due respect to their 
later status - but usually he reverted 
to the "Franklin and Eleanor" by 
whi~h he had known his sailing com-
parnons. 
Actually the big Roosevelt home 
on Campobello and the Half Moon 
belonged to Mrs. Sara Delano Roose-
velt, whom Captain Kendrick called 
"a fine old lady" with a motherly 
penchant for sharing a fund of stories 
about Franklin's childhood. (Prob-
ably she listened in turn to the 
captain's accounts of his son and 
daughter) . She described the time 
her boy and a small companion built 
a "ship" in the top of a hemlock at 
Hyde Park and went adventuring, be-
ing still at an age when voyaging is 
possible with a hemlock tree and 
make-believe. Not all Franklin's 
cruises were imaginary ones, for he 
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was only two and a half when he first 
crossed the Atlantic with his parents. 
It was from his mother, who came of 
seafaring stock, that Franklin inher-
ited his love of ships and the sea, for 
his father was descended from country 
gentlemen, owners of a Hyde Park 
estate. 
Mrs. Roosevelt also told Captain 
Kendrick how, ''when Franklin was 
just big enough to be wearing a little 
sailor suit", he had accompanied his 
father to the White House. President 
Cleveland, a friend and business as-
sociate of James Roosevelt, laid his 
hand upon the child's head. ''What-
ever you do when you grow up, 
Franklin," he said, "don't be Presi-
dent of these United States." But 
Captain Kendrick suspected that even 
as Sara Delano Roosevelt quoted the 
well-meant advice she was dreaming 
of her son in the White House. In-
deed Franklin started his public ca-
reer soon after Herbert Kendrick 
met him, for in 1910 he was elected 
as Senator and in 1913 became As-
sistant Secretary of the Navy. Ob-
viously he was being groomed for a 
big job. 
Each summer Campobello wel-
comed the Roosevelts and their many 
relatives and friends, while Frank-
lin's great energy found outlet in di-
verse projects about the place. On 
the St. Croix River, not many miles 
from Campobello, was a Passama-
quoddy Indian reservation, and often 
a considerable number of the Indians 
would paddle across to the island. 
Franklin became much interested in 
them and one summer he arranged 
an Indian field day. He organized 
races, donated prizes and invited the 
countryside to attend. Between two 
and three thousand persons gath-
ered to watch the events. In one of 
the foot-races the force of his effort 
carried the winner far beyond the 
broken tape, so that he brought up 
against a post, bruising and cutting 
himself. The appeal "Is there a doctor 
present?" went through the crowd 
and a man came forward to apply 
a bandage and effect minor repairs. 
A few days later Franklin received 
a bill for $25 for medical services 
rendered. From the quirk of Cap'n 
Herbie's lips and the twinkle in his 
blue eye, I understood that Franklin 
Roosevelt expressed his opinion of 
this guest in no uncertain terms, and 
that the Captain agreed with him. 
Anna, Franklin's and Eleanor's 
oldest child and only daughter, was a 
baby the year Captain Kendrick took 
command of the Half Moon; the 
youngest child, John, was born the 
year he left the Roosevelt employ. 
Franklin's mother, wife and children 
spent most of the season on Campo-
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bello; he himself came up from New 
York to Eastport by train for week-
ends or the occasional longer period. 
One of the Half Moon's duties was to 
meet him at Eastport; another was to 
make a similar weekly trip to pick up 
the large hamper of fresh vegetables 
shipped from Hyde Park. At other 
times the schooner-yacht cruised 
leisurely along the Maine coast and 
into St. Andrews, New Brunswick, 
with the family aboard. Once a 
summer, at least, she made longer 
trips with Franklin and his friends, 
usually companions of Harvard days. 
Two friends that Captain Kendrick 
best remembered were Gracie Hall 
Roosevelt, Eleanor's brother, and 
the T. P. Beal mentioned in Frank-
lin's letter. 
Eleanor Roosevelt writes of her-
self as having always been plain and 
shy. Captain Kendrick claimed the 
camera never did her justice, yet pic-
tures taken during the period when he 
knew her show her to have been ap-
pealingly slender, with pretty hair 
and beautiful eyes under fine brows. 
At Campobello she could indulge her 
love of picnics and the outdoors, and 
perhaps she forgot her shyness; at 
any rate the Half Moon's crew liked 
her warmly. I had read somewhere 
that she never shared her husband's 
zest for the sea and I asked the cap-
tain if she had usually gone along 
on the short cruises, or if she had 
always been a poor sailor. 
He was indignant. "Eleanor! Why, 
she almost always went along." He 
paused and chuckled. "There was one 
night I wished she wasn't quite so 
keen a sailor." 
"We were to take the yacht to 
Eastport to meet Franklin that eve-
ning," he continued. ''It was thick 
fog. And blowing! The dirtiest kind 
of weather. But just as we were 
about to cast off didn't Eleanor 
appear, bound to go with us. She 
always had a great deal of determina-
tion," the captain recalled consider-
ingl y. "They both had; both she and 
Franklin. It was what carried them 
so far." His manner implied that this 
was admirable but could make things 
uncomfortable at times. 
It was not for the Half Moon's crew 
to tell Eleanor Roosevelt she could 
not come aboard, but nobody made 
her very welcome. Captain Kendrick 
explained to me, "Eastport lies on a 
point, with the St. Croix River on one 
side and a bay on the other. 'Twould 
be easy enough, what with the fog 
and the currents, to miss the point. 
We'd be all right; I could run up the 
river and anchor safe for the night. 
What concerned me was Eleanor. 
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Franklin D. Roosevelt sailing at Campobello with Mary Hall, Mrs. Roosevelt's cousin, and Henry Parish in 1920. 
We all knew her baby was due most 
any minute. And what in the world 
would we do if it decided to arrive 
whilst we lay waiting for the fog to 
clear? I was never one to hold with 
the superstitions about women aboard 
ship but there are times . . . I can 
tell you I, for one, was on tenter-
hooks. Finally I said to myself, 'Now 
stop worrying. If the worst comes to 
the worse, the cook will have to of-
ficiate, for I know I can't.' " The cook 
had several more children than had 
the captain but whether he would have 
felt himself better qualified to "offi-
ciate" in such an emergency is a moot 
question. 
No doubt Eleanor caught the men's 
furtive glances and was quite aware 
of their perturbation, but she was 
apparently as indifferent to it as to 
the fog and spray blowing across her, 
where she sat with her feet in the 
cockpit. Luckily, the Half Moon 
made Eastport with no trouble. The 
small boat went ashore for Franklin 
and when it loomed again through 
the fog, Eleanor called out gaily, 
"Isn't this dee-lect-able weather?" 
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At left are Anna and James. 
'"Twas no such thing, of course," 
the captain recalled, "but somehow 
the warmth in her voice made us for-
get the fog and wind and chop. And 
Franklin's voice was just as sunny, 
baffling to us as the boat drew 'long-
side. 'Dee-lect-able!' he agreed, climb-
ing aboard and settling down beside 
his wife. I could see him drawing 
the fog in deep, and laughing as 
spray slapped him. He was always 
happiest on the water." 
Franklin Jr. was born next day -
on the Canadian soil of Campobello 
and not in U.S. territorial waters (as 
the crew of the Half Moon had fear-
ed) and with a more skilled attendant 
than the cook. During the waiting, 
Mrs. Roosevelt Sr. asked Captain 
Kendrick, "Did you go over to East-
port to get Franklin in the bad 
weather last night?" 
"Yes, I went." 
"Eleanor didn't go?" 
"Yes, Eleanor went." 
Captain Kendrick told me, ''Mrs. 
Roosevelt threw up her hands!" He 
threw up his own hands in vivid imi-
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tation and I saw the age-old gesture 
that mothers make at the impossible 
doings of a younger generation. 
Soon the older Roosevelt children 
were big enough to go on short 
cruises. Jam es was especially ac-
tive and venturesome and once, 
climbing about, split the back seam 
of his trousers. Captain Kendrick 
came to the rescue. "I took him 
down in the cabin and got him across 
my lap. I had set to work with sail-
needle and twine when Eleanor came 
along. James was doing considerable 
squirming and I could see her wince 
every stitch I took. 'Twas plain that, 
woman-like, she was sure I'd jab her 
boy with the needle, but I'll say this 
for her, she stayed in the hatchway 
and she offered no advice." He 
paused, his eyes looking upon the 
past. "I don't claim that was the 
neatest tailoring job ever, but it 
held." 
On the longer trips, without the 
family, Franklin liked to poke into 
unfrequented harbours along the 
Nova Scotia coast and twice Captain 
Kendrick brought him into Shag Har-
SEPTEMBER, 1958 
"I llKE THE 06. 
I WOUlD RECOMMEND IT 
TO ANYONE!" PHIL HOROVATIN Co-owner of Horovatin Bros. Greenwood, B. C. 
Contract logging in the Boundary Creek area, the 
Horovatin. Bros. average 30,000 bd. ft. production 
of larch, spruce and fir daily. They take out every-
thing down to 12-inch stumps and 8-inch tops in log 
lengths up to 40 feet. Their Caterpillar line-up in-
cludes four D6 Tractors with No. 6A Bulldozers and 
Hyster winches, one D8 Tractor and a No. 955 
Traxcavator. The D6 in the photo handles about 
1,500 bd. ft. a load on average skids of 300 yards. 
Co-owner Phil Horovatin has good reasons for 
saying he would recommend the D6 to anyone. He 
specifically mentions its ease of operation, long track 
for stability, good hydraulic system, and the oil 
clutch that delivers up to 1,500 hours without ad-
justment. All these and other Caterpillar-developed 
features add up to big production at low cost with 
m1n1mum down time. Ask any D6 owner-you'll 
hear similar reports about its capacity to do an out-
standing j oh! 
The modem heavy-duty D6 delivers 75 drawbar 
HP and a maximum drawbar pull of 19,000 lb. For 
complete information about it, see your Caterpillar 
Dealer. Remember, he hacks you with service that's 
second to none. He'll be glad to demonstrate a D6 
on your job! 
CATERPILLAR 
Caterpillar, Cat and Traxcavator are Re&istered Trademarks of Caterpillar Tractor Co. 
A. PICKARD MACHINERY LTD. TRACTORS& EQUIPMENT LTD. 
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bour. Once the Half Moon anchored 
in Barrington Bay and Franklin went 
ashore with his shotgun to walk 
among the lonely Sand Hills, hoping 
to add to the collection of stuffed 
birds he had started at eleven when 
his father gave him his first shotgun. 
"He was a fine, stalwart young 
man in those days," his captain re-
membered sadly. He would have 
walked the white sands with a firm 
and elastic stride. Yet he reached a 
greater manhood when every step 
was made through his indomitable 
spirit; when his path was straitened 
by pain and a crippled body. 
But before that time he and Her-
bert Kendrick had parted, for in 1916 
the captain took command of the 
n1otor-yacht Zinganee. Franklin's po-
sition and his conviction that his 
country would soon become involved 
in the war then raging left him little 
time for the Half Moon. 
However, one squally day a few 
years later, Captain Kendrick looked 
out the window of his Shag Harbour 
home to see a yacht coming through 
the tricky entrance to the shallow 
anchorage, and making rather uncer-
tain way. "It can never be the Half 
Moon," he exclaimed to his wife and 
children, "but it looks like her!" He 
watched the small boat pull to the 
shore and, before his shocked sea-
man's eyes, make the yacht fast to a 
tree. Soon there could be no doubt 
as to the identity of craft or crew, 
for Franklin Roosevelt and several 
companions (Hall Roosevelt and Mr. 
Beal among them) appeared at the 
Kendricks' door to ask the captain's 
help. Franklin was doing his own 
navigating, while his friends acted as 
crew, and when dirty weather came 
up, Franklin had thought of Shag 
Harbour and his erstwhile captain. 
He and his friends were dripping 
wet and, since the Half Moon was in 
no immediate danger, Captain Kend-
rick opened his sea chest and found 
the sailors dry clothes before he went 
to anchor their yacht safely. 
The friends did not meet again. 
Herbert Kendrick grieved when he 
learned that Franklin had been 
stricken with poliomyelitis and he 
followed the struggle in which the 
Roosevelt "determination" served 
both Franklin and Eleanor well. 
In 1928 Franklin Roosevelt had 
overcome his illness sufficiently to 
win the governorship of New York, 
and in 1932 he entered the White 
House. In August, 1936, before he 
began his campaign for re-election, 
he again visited the waters to which 
Herbert Kendrick had introduced 
him years before. 
The lofty-sparred, deep-keeled, 
presidential yacht Susquehanna and 
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The Roosevelt home on Campobello. 
her escort could not enter the shal-
low inner harbour where the Half 
Moon had tied-up to a tree, but 
stayed in the outer anchorage, charted 
as Stoddart Cove. Franklin Roose-
velt steered the Susquehanna in, sit-
ting relaxed in her stern, while tall 
James Roosevelt helped lower sail. 
The Susquehanna was accompanied 
by a resplendent steam-yacht with a 
party of the president's friends 
aboard, escorted by a destroyer and 
a coastguard cutter, and trailed by 
a press-boat - a black fishing-
schooner which appeared rather dis-
reputable in contrast to the glittering 
brass and paint of the preceding craft. 
The anchorage was unchanged 
since Franklin Roosevelt had last 
seen it; as of old its little islands 
nestled on the sheltered water in the 
peaceful beauty of a summer after-
noon. Once no one in the district 
had been particularly interested in 
the Half Moon or her owner; now 
every boat for many miles around 
was out to circle and recircle the 
group of visiting ships. These small 
local boats were filled with people 
who stared avidly, but from a respect-
ful distance, at the graceful yacht 
where an armed man stood guard 
on the bow and the President of 
the United States rested below. 
But even before the Susquehanna 
reached the anchorage she had drop-
ped a sea-sled that went foaming off 
towards Barrington, some eight miles 
away, where Captain Kendrick was 
then making his home. Franklin 
Roosevelt had not forgotten his sail-
ing companion and had sent Hall 
Roosevelt to convey his regards. He 
also sent greetings to James Atwood, 
the Half Moon's cook for many years. 
During the perilous time that fol-
lowed this unofficial visit to our 
waters, Franklin Roosevelt became a 
world leader. The confident radio 
voice of the "fireside chats" filled 
Captain Kendrick's Barrington living-
room with the ghosts of other voices: 
the motherly tones of Sara Delano 
Roosevelt, the shouts of children 
along the Half Moon's deck, Frank-
lin's sailing directions. And fog-
drenched Eleanor's nonchalant "Isn't 
this dee-lect-able weather?" while the 
crew sweated apprehension and 
watched her askance. 
When we had talked all this over, I 
made to return the letter I still held 
and noticed on it a small embossed 
design. I asked Cap'n Herbie if he 
had seen it on other things; if it might 
be a family crest. 
"I don't think so. They were not a 
family much given to that sort of 
thing. They didn't need it, you see. 
No, they were grand honest people~ 
without any great show about them." 
And, after a few hours in Herbert 
Kendrick's companv, I understood 
why a President should remember 
him across many years - he was a 
grand honest person himself. 
NEXT MONTH 
The story of the Hon. J. A. D. McCurdy, 
the Cape Bretoner who became 
the first aircraft pilot in the British Commonwealth 
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· Gertrude Ederle, the first woman to swim the English Channel 
EACH WEEK WHEN school is in session an unusual scene takes place at the Community House 
of New York City's Madison Avenue 
Presbyterian Church, in the bustling 
upper east side. A husky middle-aged 
woman, her tousled hair flecked with 
gray, plays in the swimming pool 
with an eager group of youngsters 
and gives them swimming lessons. 
What makes this remarkable is the 
fact that the lessons are given in 
pantomime. The happily splashing 
children are deaf. So is their teacher. 
Her name: Gertrude Eder le - the 
first woman to swim the English 
Channel. 
Almost all her life Gertrude Ederle 
has been fighting against odds. ~ut 
she has conquered life's adversities 
with the same indomitable spirit with 
which she conquered the stormy 
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channel thirty-two years ago. 
Two million New Yorkers cheered 
her as she rode up Broadway in one 
of the greatest ticker-tape welcomes 
in Manhattan's history, but when I 
walked down that same street with 
her recently not a soul noticed her. 
"They may have forgotten me," she 
said, "but I will never forget them." 
The children from New York's 
Lexington School for the Deaf, how-
ever, watch in wide-eyed admiration 
their brawny-shouldered teacher -
one of the school's three volunteers 
-demonstrates a stroke or thrashes 
the length of the pool in a beautiful, 
rhythmic American crawl. They 
understand their teacher because she 
is deaf like them. They love her for 
the cheerful way she cavorts with 
them in the water. And they are 
proud of her because she is Gertrude 
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This year's swimming race 
across the English Channel was 
won by Greta Andersen Son-
nichsen of Denmark. Mrs. 
Sonnichsen crossed the turbu-
lent straits in eleven hours, 
just ten minutes longer than 
the record set in 1950. Here 
is the story o j Gertrude 
Ederle, the first woman to 
conquer the channel. 
Ederle. She is their living evidence 
that a stout heart can overcome great 
obstacles. 
Born in New York fifty-one years 
ago, Gertrude was one of six children 
of a prosperous Manhattan butcher. 
Poppa and Momma Ederle were 
hearty German-born folk and their 
home was full of good beer, good 
meat and gemutlichkeit. Trudy, as 
the family called her, was a tomboy 
who could hold her own with the 
boys in any sport. When she was 
nine her parents took a cottage at 
Highlands, N .J., and there Pop gave 
Gertrude her first swimming lesson 
in time-honoured style by tying a 
rope around her middle and dunk-
ing her in the river. Soon the girl 
was swimming like a fish and at 12 
she won her first race at a pool in 
Jersey City. 
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by 
JOHN REDDY 
In 1922, when she was 15, Trudy 
entered a long distance swim from 
Manhattan Beach to Brighton Beach. 
She had never raced more than 220 
yards, and this course was three and 
a half miles of choppy ocean waves. 
It was a rainy, dismal day but, un-
concerned, Trudy dived in with 
fifty-one other swimmers - among 
them her sister Margaret, who was 
the swimmer of the family, and also 
Helen Wainwright, the American 
champion, and Hilda James, the 
British champion. At the finish line 
the judges blinked and checked their 
entry cards as the 15-year-old girl 
came splashing home an easy winner. 
"Rain is lucky for me," she laughed, 
as she waited for her sister, who fin-
ished 26th. 
From that day on the tawny-haired 
youngster was the most famous 
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Canada's swimming champion, Marilyn Bell Lascio, who swam the English Channel, 
Lake Ontario and the Strait of Juan de Fuca 
woman swimmer in America. She 
began to train seriously, and a month 
later in another downpour, she broke 
five world's records in a single race 
at Brighton Beach. In the 1924 
Olympic Games at Paris she helped 
lead the American women's relay 
team to victory. At one time or an-
other in her career she held eight 
world records and more than twenty 
national records. 
In 1925 she churned twenty-one 
miles from the tip of Manhattan to 
Sandy Hook, N.J., chatting and 
laughing with Pop in an accompany-
ing rowboat. The time: 7 hours 11 
minutes and 30 seconds-6V2 min-
utes faster than any man had been 
able to do it. Seemingly nothing in 
the realm of swimming could with-
stand the prowess of this husky teen-
ager who neither smoked nor drank. 
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But the greatest challenge of all 
awaited her: the English Channel. 
Those who know the Channel can 
attest to the treacherous and un-
predictable moods of the twenty-odd 
miles of water between England and 
France. Wind, current and tides 
wage a never-ending duel that makes 
the Channel one of the wickedest, 
meanest stretches of water in the 
world. It is full of stinging jelly 
fish and sharks. Only five men had 
ever swum it: no woman. 
Confident as always, the 18-year-
old Trudy dived in from a rock on 
the French shore and struck out for 
England on August 18, 1925. The 
weather turned so rough that some 
of those on the accompanying tug 
got seasick, but the girl swam on de-
terminedly. After nearly nine hours 
in heavy seas, when she had covered 
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"The sturdy American girl was accorded the least chance." 
seventeen miles and had only about 
six more to go, a huge wave engulfed 
her and she stopped momentarily to 
spit out the salt water. Her trainer 
on the accompanying tug, thinking 
she was collapsing, called to a man 
swimming beside her to grab her. He 
did, thus disqualifying her. "I could 
have gone on," she sobbed as they 
took her into the boat. 
The next year she was back at 
Cape Gris-Nez to try again. It was 
at the height of the "era of wonderful 
nonsense". Sinclair Lewis won the 
Pulitzer Prize and refused it. Valen-
tino's funeral set off a riot. Babe 
Ruth was larruping home runs. And 
the French coast swarmed with swim-
mers determined to conquer the 
Channel. Of them all, the sturdy 
American girl was accorded the least 
chance. Cheerful as ever, she called 
her little group the "Channel Croak-
ers Club", because they were so 
pessirr..-istic as to the outcome. 
At 7: 09 in the morning of August 
6, 1926, Trudy waded into the sullen 
grey water of Cape Gris-Nez. She 
had cut her black bathing suit into 
two pieces - "the first Bikini" -
and was daubed with three coats of 
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grease to prevent quick loss of body 
heat. Her father had promised her 
two things: not to pull her out of the 
water unless she asked, and to give 
her a red roadster if she made it. 
The water was cold, the surface 
slightly choppy. Alongside churned 
a French tug, the Alsace, which her 
father had chartered, with the Stars 
and Stripes and the tricolour of 
France fluttering in the stiff breeze. 
Among those aboard were Pop 
NEXT MONTH 
The Atlantic Advocate 
begins a new series 
of stories 
by Canadian poet-novelist 
CHARLES BRUCE 
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Ederle; Bill Burgess, her trainer; her 
sister Margaret; and a friend, Mrs. 
Westbrook Pegler. A gramophone 
played "Yes, Sir, That's My Baby" 
and "Sweet Rosie O'Grady". Chalked 
on the tug's stern was the phrase: 
"This way ale kid". 
In gay spirits Trudy started out, 
swimming so strongly that Burgess 
yelled for her to slow down. At mid-
day the whistle on the Alsace blew 
twelve times and Trudy trod water 
while they dangled a baby's bottle 
full of chicken broth for her to gulp 
and a chicken leg to gnaw on. Then 
she resumed swimming, with the wind 
increasing and the seas getting 
rougher. At the midway mark in 
the Channel those aboard the tug 
sang "The Star Spangled Banner" 
and Trudy joined in as she stroked 
steadily ahead. Rain, her good-luck 
omen, had begun falling earlier. 
As the wind got steadily worse, 
Trudy's red swimming cap frequently 
disappeared in the boiling grey water. 
But she ploughed on. Her sister 
Margaret dived in to swim with her, 
but was soon shaking with cold and 
was helped back in the boat. 
At 3: 50 Trudy asked Burgess 
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"Her sister Margaret, dived in to swim with her." 
how much longer it would take to 
reach England. "Five hours," he 
shouted back. "Don't let me give 
up!" she said. 
By late afternoon the wind was 
reaching gale proportions and Bur-
gess decided that the try was useless. 
"You'd better call it off!" he yelled. 
Through the hissing rain came the 
gallant answer, "What for?" 
The current was now sweeping 
Trudy and the tug toward the North 
Sea. "No human being could do it 
in this weather," the tug captain said, 
and added that it was ridiculous to 
go on. He kept going, however, 
after Pop gave him an extra 100,000 
francs. 
Again Burgess called to Trudy to 
give up and Pop growled, "Leave 
your hands off her." 
At seven o'clock the tides turned 
against her, but still she swam on. 
The South Goodwin lightship hoisted 
the Union Jack in salute as the tiny 
red head bobbed past. Even through 
the storm they could plainly see the 
cliffs of Dover. Now victory was 
possible! Pop did a jig of joy. 
Along the British coast word had 
spread that the American girl was 
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still swimming and nearing the shore. 
The storm-swept night began to 
bloom with bonfires and the lights 
of hundreds of automobiles crawling 
toward the beach. As she neared the 
shore the tides tugged at her and she 
remembered the other swimmers who 
had made it almost to the shore 
only to succumb to exhaustion or the 
tides. She fought on. Trudy tore off 
her goggles when she saw the bon-
fires. Now a sound could be heard 
over the wind: hundreds of auto-
mobile horns beckoning her on. 
Gathering her remaining strength she 
increased her stroke to racing speed 
and sprinted the last 200 yards. 
As her bobbing head appeared 
amid the breakers the crowd surged 
forth, ready to surround her. At 
9: 35 p.m. she stumbled out of the 
water, to be smothered in a blanket 
by Pop, who had followed her in, in 
a rowboat. Although she had swum 
some 3 5 miles in crossing the 21-
mile-wide Channel, and much of the 
distance in a severe storm, she had 
made it in 14V2 hours - faster than 
any of the five men had swum it. 
"Well, Pop," she sighed. "I guess I 
get my roadster." 
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That night, while Trudy was en-
joying a victory feast of two ham 
sandwiches and a tomato, news-
papers in every capital of the globe 
were cheering her feat. But the ac-
claim which greeted her in Europe 
was eclipsed by the reception when 
she returned home three weeks later. 
As the British liner Berengaria, 
bearing the triumphant girl, steamed 
into New York harbour, other ships, 
from great liners to small tugs, tied 
down their whistles in welcome. Fire-
boats arched great plumes of water. 
Planes swooped overhead. Speed 
boats darted around like angry water 
bugs. Tears of joy came to Trudy's 
eyes as she rode up the festive can-
yon of Broadway, a beaming Grover 
Whalen by her side, while delirious 
people flung streamers, confetti, 
ticker tape and typewriter ribbons. 
The world was at the feet of this 
19-year-old girl, heroine of one of 
the greatest sports stories of all time. 
President Calvin Coolidge greeted 
her. A newspaper gave her the 
coveted red roadster. Mothers named 
their children for her. There were 
sermons and editorials about her; 
someone wrote a song called 
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Trudy, reading the messages of congratulations that poured in following her conquest of the Channel. 
"Trudy"; someone else invented a 
dance step called the "Trudy Trot". 
Offers for personal appearances 
poured in. She made a movie, and 
went on a vaudeville tour, earning 
$6,000 a· week. 
But Trudy was never at home in 
the bright light of public acclaim. 
Moreover, the epochal feat had taken 
its toll; her hearing, impaired since 
childhood, dwindled rapidly from the 
effects of the battering by Channel 
waves. Nervous and exhausted by 
the constant touring, she finally went 
into retirement - quietly and with-
out regrets. 
In 1933 she fell and injured her 
spine. For eight weeks she had to 
sleep on the floor, and had to wear a 
cast for 4 V2 years. "Nineteen doc-
tors said I'd never swim again," she 
told me, ''but my old family doctor 
iust winked and said, 'Keep trying, 
Gertie.' " She never stopped. 
In 193 7 she heard that Billy Rose 
was planning an Aquacade for the 
New York World's Fair of 1939. It 
was the incentive she needed. With 
the same dogged spirit she had shown 
against the waves of the Channel, she 
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began trying to walk. First a few 
steps, then a whole block, then two 
blocks. Then, for the first time in 
years, she let herself gingerly into a 
pool. The greatest woman swimmer 
in the world was learning to swim 
. 
again. 
"It was like swimming the Chan-
nel, only harder," she says. "When 
I moved my legs it felt like a knife 
was being driven into my spine." 
Grimly she kept on. And the night 
the Aquacade opened she dived in 
and churned across the blue water 
with her old amazing speed while the 
crowd, largely unaware of her ordeal, 
cheered her every stroke. But as the 
doctors had warned her, swimming 
aggravated her ear trouble. Soon 
she was totally deaf. 
During the Second World War 
Gertrude Ederle worked in an air-
craft plant. Afterward she tried to 
get a io b teaching children to swim, 
but because she was deaf, no one 
would hire her. So she volunteered 
her services to teach deaf children, 
and was accepted. 
Trudy still has nerve spasms from 
her spine injury. When she is tired 
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she has trouble with her voice be-
cause the vocal cords were affected 
by the large quantities of salt water 
she swallowed that gruelling day 
thirty-two years ago. But she scoffs 
at accounts of her physical trials, and 
says, '~Don't worry about old Gert." 
It does seem that Trudy has con-
quered the difficulties that beset her 
since the day she swam the Channel. 
Her health is better now and Holly-
wood is planning a movie based on 
her life. She recently became an ad-
viser to the U.S. Pool Corporation of 
Scotch Plains, N.J., and has de-
signed a Gertrude Ederle swimming 
pool with special safety devices for 
children. Also, she has just been 
appointed to President Eisenhower's 
Citizens Advisory Committee on the 
Fitness of American Youth, a group 
devoted to encouraging fitness among 
voung people of the United States. 
She is happiest when she i~ teaching 
swimming to the deaf children, whom 
she loves. And the children's eyes 
light up as she teaches them her 
great stroke that conquered the Eng-
lish Channel, iust as her great heart 
has conquered her adversity since. 
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THE WOMEN'S 
ATLANTIC COUNCIL 
A New Force in the Community 
by CHARLES BROWN 
O NE HUNDRED SAINT JOHN women are as keenly interested in the Chignecto Canal, the 
Gordon report, and the importance of 
water and electric power to New 
Brunswick, as they are in recipes and 
draperies for the drawing room. 
This corps of intelligent, thinking 
women is a product of the general up-
surge of confidence which has swept 
the Maritimes. It's a renaissance-a 
"re-birth" of faith in a vigorous and 
progressive future for the Atlantic 
. 
region. 
The Women's Atlantic Council has 
kept pace with the "age of missiles" in 
its own meteoric rise to adulthood from 
a casual and somewhat uncertain 
launching platform. It has, in fact, 
"rocketed" from birth to maturity 
faster than any women's social or 
educational group in the history of the 
venerable seaside provinces. 
It all began when Laura Foster- a 
former school-teacher - volunteered 
her services in the field of adult 
education to H. Watson Jamer, Vice-
President of the Saint John Board of 
Trade. 
Mr. Jamer had just been guest 
panellist of the June 1957 meetings of 
the Canadian Association for Adult 
Education at Mount Allison Univer-
sity. Interested both in the subject, and 
in Mrs. Foster's offer, he asked H. 
Herlof Smith, Saint John's Port and 
Industrial Commissioner, to work with 
her in arranging a lecture series. 
Mrs. Foster had previously been 
winning laurels for her lectures to 
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the I.O.D.E. on world affairs. Mrs. 
Foster's first duty is to her three 
children, and as busy as her civic 
schedule may be, she never stints on 
the time spent caring for her little 
brood. 
It is perhaps partly because of her 
concern for the future of the three 
children that she is so busy trying to 
prepare a better and even more pro-
mising home province as their heritage. 
Mrs. Foster's first move was to make 
telephone calls by the dozen to women 
she thought might be interested in a 
lecture series. And thus began the 
magic wrought by Laura Foster. Her 
magic was not accomplished by the 
genie of Aladdin~s lamp, but by 
courage, vision and determination. 
The former teacher's sights were set 
unwaveringly on developing knowledge 
and understanding of the economic 
and social processes operating in the 
Atlantic region; extending this know-
ledge and understanding among all 
women in the Atlantic region; stimu-
lating and encouraging programmes, 
and activities of the Atlantic Provinces 
Economic Council, and co-operating 
with other agencies in the furtherance 
of the economic and social welfare of 
the Atlantic area. 
It is a credo which probably terrifies 
many faint-hearted women who have 
never coped with anything more 
serious than the totalling of a grocery 
bill. But with woman's dogged single-
ness of purpose, Laura Foster grad-
ually took her first steps toward her 
idealistic goal. 
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Mrs. Laura Foster 
From the outset, she has grasped 
inspiration from whispers and en-
couragement from defeats. Her first 
defeat came when only one of all the 
women invited by telephone attended 
the first meeting in Laura Foster's 
home. That lone guest was Mrs. 
James S. MacGowan, who, speaking of 
it later, said: "It was a disappointment 
which I'm sure would have ended any-
one else right then and there-but not 
Laura.'' 
Instead, Mrs. Foster accepted the 
suggestion that sponsorship by the 
Board of Trade in Saint John might 
pave the path of organization and ease 
the growing pains. 
In mid-September, the Board of 
Trade heard Laura Foster's 20-minute 
plea for assistance, and promptly 
appointed a three-man steering com-
mittee to help with the proposed 
lecture series by informed members of 
the Atlantic community. 
The men appointed were T. C. 
Higginson, a Saint John manufac-
turer; Rolf Duschenes, an architect; 
and W. G. Power, a city lawyer. The 
trio guided the first uncertain steps 
through October-until the first 
months of lectures. 
Backed by the endorsement of the 
Board of Trade, invitations were sent 
out by Mrs. Foster to sixty different 
women's groups-all of whom sent 
representatives to the organizational 
meeting held in the Board of Trade's 
club rooms. Nurses, educators, dieti-
tians, housewives, and club leaders 
attended the meeting and elected the 
steering committee. Of course, Mrs. 
Foster was elected, along with barrister 
Miss M. L. Lynch, Mrs. K. B. Reed, 
Municipal Regent of the I.0.D.E., and 
Mrs. James MacGowan. It was this 
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committee, guided by the trio from the 
Board of Trade, which arranged the 
subjects and speakers for the now 
famous lectures of the "Fall Series". 
To find her audience, Laura Foster's 
committee disregarded the confines of 
religion and income, and successfully 
magnetized intelligent women who 
eagerly grasped this chance to partici-
pate actively in learning about the 
Atlantic community. 
Mrs. Foster's committee met all the 
enthusiasm generally expended by 
female bargain-basement shoppers. 
Letters from heads of various groups 
and clubs poured in to pledge support, 
and the women backed their written 
acceptance by attending the organiza-
tional meetings. 
Two more members were added to 
the executive-Miss Geraldine O'Brien 
and Mrs. F. H. Mcintyre-to establish 
a committee of six as official sponsors 
of the lecture series. 
Two months after its inception, the 
Women's Atlantic Council was in 
active operation. It had begun its work 
of bridging the gap between the work 
of the Board of Trade, the Atlantic 
Provinces Economic Council, the brains 
of the men and women who shape the 
future of the provinces- and the 
women's groups. 
Women who insisted "I haven't a 
free minute all week long ... " were 
among the first to appear for the lecture 
sen es. 
Curiosity? The first time, perhaps, 
but not through the entire series. The 
lectures had "clicked", and the women 
were learning the economic facts of 
life in the Maritimes. 
The series was to run on consecutive 
Thursdays through the month of 
November. The women named Pro-
fessor Hugh Whalen of U.N.B. to open 
it with "The Atlantic Economy and the 
Gordon Report". 
Speaking next was Arnie Patterson, 
former Public Relations Director of 
APEC, who centred attention on "The 
Origin and Functions of the Atlantic 
Provinces Economic Council". 
Creating interest in zoning laws was 
Mrs. Blanche Lemco van Ginkle, 
Community Planner of Montreal, who, 
in the third lecture, spoke on "Urban 
Renewal in Canada and Saint John". 
The fourth and final lecture of the 
series focussed thought on "The Place 
of Women in Business and Public 
Affairs'', which topic was examined by 
a panel of six local women, with Miss 
M. L. Lynch as moderator. 
One lecturer, asking the opinion of 
a member of the steering committee 
regarding the I. Q. level of the 
audience, was told it was "somewhat 
higher than the level you'd expect in 
our more fashionable women's soci-
eties". A vague answer, perhaps, but 
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graphic enough for the lecturer to take 
away with him an impression of an 
audience which he called "electric". 
He noticed that the women were 
sincerely fascinated with what he was 
saying- so quiet the speaker could 
scarcely believe they were actually 
listening, until the question period. 
Then the queries started- rapid fire 
and searching-pointing up without 
doubt that the women had not only 
listened with undivided attention, but 
had quickly grasped the content and 
import of the lecture. 
Through that first hectic month of 
life, the Women's Atlantic Council 
truly grew into its name- and the 
impetus of their enthusiasm carried the 
group through the problems of organ-
izing the questions presented by the 
audience. 
Five questions to be asked are sub-
mitted and discussed in the workshops 
which follow the lectures. The women 
have decided, too, against having re-
freshments after the meetings (an un-
usual decision for a female club group), 
and they have also solved the problem 
of expenses by charging a one-dollar 
subscription for all four lectures-or 
any one of them. 
The series had definitely been a 
thunderous success. No group-male 
or female-has received more notice 
from the press, radio, and television. 
No inaugural platform could be more 
solid- and from it the Women's 
Atlantic Council has launched an im-
portant organization. 
The final lecture of the Fall Series 
saw the election of the first slate of 
officers. Suitably, Laura Foster was 
chosen president. Serving with her on 
the executive are all the members of 
the original steering committee: Mrs. 
K. B. Reed as first vice-president; Mrs. 
F. H. Mcintyre, second vice-president; 
Mrs. James MacGowan as third vice-
president; Mrs. Joseph A. Likely, 
recording secretary; Miss M. L. Lynch, 
corresponding secretary; and Miss 
Geraldine O'Brien as treasurer. 
The Women's Atlantic Council is 
working in much the way one might 
expect an intelligent group of women 
to do. They are directing their lecture 
series with the same enthusiasm and 
vigour with which they approached 
the first series. 
For the Spring Series, four more 
lectures on economic conditions were 
delivered by recognized authorities. 
During February last, the Council 
heard Dean William F. Ryan of the 
Law School of the University of New 
Brunswick discuss "Income Tax and 
Succession Duties as They Affect 
Women". 
In March, the topic was "National 
Firms as They Affect the Atlantic 
Economy", presented by William Y. 
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Smith of the economics department 
of U.N.B. 
April brought Dr. John Bates, power 
consultant to the New Brunswick 
Government, to discuss "The Im-
portance of Water and Electric Power 
to Our New Brunswick Economy". 
And in May, Per Hall-Executive 
Vice-President of the Foundation of 
Canada Engineering Corporation Lim-
ited- delivered an address on "The 
Chignecto Canal". About 320 people 
attended this meeting, which was open 
to the public. 
An audience of more than a hundred 
women- housewives and business and 
professional women- attended the lec-
tures, raptly intent on the topic under 
discussion. And their questions proved, 
beyond doubt, that they have grasped 
the economic situation with as much 
ease as they might mix a cake batter, 
or tap a typewriter. 
On taxes, for instance, the questions 
included these: "Do you think New 
Brunswick is wise to agree, under the 
tax rental scheme, not to tax income 
and successions, in return for the 
stipulated payments from the Dom-
inion, which may amount to around 
$30 million next year, rather than to 
tax these items individually?" ... and 
... "Do you think a husband who 
employs his wife in his business should 
be permitted to deduct her salary as a 
business expense?" 
The findings of the meeting are 
tabulated by the group's chairman, 
then passed to the chairman of the 
meeting. A summation of opinion is 
offered from the chair, with the com-
ments of the lecturer added. 
The net result is an informed group 
of women who, through their aware-
ness and interest, are focussing much 
needed attention on the solution of 
Atlantic Provinces problems. 
Laura Foster has been chosen to 
represent the Council as a director of 
the Atlantic Provinces Economic Coun-
cil-one of the first women chosen and 
thus honoured. A place has been 
offered to the Women's Council on the 
Council of the Saint John Board of 
Trade. 
By these recognitions, the Women's 
Atlantic Council has been accepted by 
two predominantly male groups which, 
until now, have borne the weight of 
economic encouragement in the At-
lantic Provinces. 
Inquiries have been received from 
interested groups in Fredericton and 
Halifax. Each has been timorous and 
rather awed, but none the Jess sincere 
in its desire to follow the lead offered 
by Laura Foster's Saint John group. 
Mrs. Foster advises them to seek en-
dorsement by a recognized service club 
or organization. Then invitations can 
be extended for an organization meet-
ing to elect officers or a steering com-
mittee to arrange a series of lectures. 
The Women's Council, flushed with 
success, has not for gotten that hard 
work is essential for continued tri-
umphs, and at the present time the 
group is having Per Hall's lecture on 
the Chignecto Canal published in 
booklet form for general distribution, 
and for particular distribution to all 
members of the House of Commons. 
The women also arranged the enter-
tainment of the wives of the New 
England Council and APEC last 
August 3, 4 and 5. 
Plans now include sponsorship for 
a "Buy Atlantic" campaign in Saint 
John this autumn. 
It is indeed a stride in progress for 
the housewife who one day offered her 
assistance in the field of adult educa-
tion ... a giant step taken by a woman 
of vision and courage- Laura Foster. 
SPEECH OF THE NIGHT WIND 
Now are the bushes scratching a chronicle of the night wind 
Across the end of the house, 
Making a delicate record of the evening airs 
On grey weathered shingles-
The direction and irregular flowing 
Of a transient breeze, wandering, thinned 
To a toneless tune, like the hymn of a mouse 
Grateful for riches found on the stairs 
After a children's party. 
An old thick thorn mingles 
The sound of a scar being grooved, and growing 
Deeper with persistent, secret dredging behind 
The leaves of a tangle brushing 
Broken remarks against the withstanding strength of a wall. 
(A blundering gale would shatter the pattern of this blind 
And softer blowing.) 
Even now the movement is hushing, 
And soon there will be nothing said or transcribed at all. 
MARTHA BANNING THOMAS 
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Plumbing, Heating, 
Air Conditioning and 
Process Piping. 
CAMP GAGETOWN 
Canada's Largest Military Training Area 
The major portion of the mechanical 
work for this vast pt~oject was done 
by our forces 
'- STEEN MECHANICAL CONTRACTORS 
___ LIMITED ---
FREDERICTON, N.B. - BEDFORD, N.S. - HALIFAX, N.S. 
Contractors operating in the /our Atlantic Provinces 
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Princess Margaret delighted visitors everywhere during her visit to the Maritimes. 
Crowds in the thousands cheered her wherever she went. Above she is seen at the Legis-
lative Building in Fredericton. With her, left to right, are Lieutenant-Governor J. 
Leonard O'Brien, Premier Hugh John Flemming and Major T. C. Barker, aide-de-camp 
to the Lieutenant-Governor. Below, left, the Lieutenant-Governor escorts Her Royal 
Highness to the state dinner. 
Above, a smiling and radiant Princess at 
dinner. Below, the Princess, escorted by 
Brigadier R. W. Monce[, Brigade Com-
mander, during a visit to Canada's largest 
military establishment, Camp Gagetown. 
Above, a diminutive Princess in Halifax. 
Below, left, a happy Princess in Frederi~­
ton. Below, right, Rt. Rev. W. W. Davzs, 
Anglican Bishop Coadjutor of !if ova Scot~a, 
left, being presented to the Princess whzle 
Premier Stanfield and Hon. George Now-
lan, right, look on. 
Premier Robert Stanfield. In the background 
the Hon. E. C. Plow, Lieutenant-Governor of 
Above, Princess Margaret, escorted by 
are Mrs. E. C. Plow and Major-General 
Nova Scotia. 
Career Soldier 
iii 
Jlltl 
Middle East 
The Canadian soldier in the Middle East is proudly and efficiently doing a job of vital 
importance to the peace of the world. Canadian soldiers are members of the truce super-
visory teams along the Arab-Israel borders, the United Nations observer group in Lebanon 
and form a large part of the United Nations Emergency Force in the Gaza Strip and Sinai 
peninsula. In UNEF he is referred to by his comrades of other countries as ((the real 
backbone of UNEF". 
The soldier himself in our modern Canadian Army has the things that a man 
appreciates most-job security-good pay-a healthy outdoor life with variety and 
openings for advancement. His greatest satisfaction however comes from the sure knowl-
edge that his is an important role in the growing responsibilities of Canada. 
E58-14RM1 
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CAMP GAGETO 
modern military metropolis 
. 
by DOYLE BURLESON 
"If we are to get the right type of soldier for a deterrent 
force to prevent war, we must give the soldiers the accommo-
dations they are used to in civilian life." (Honourable G. R. 
Pearkes, Minister of National Defence, in an address 
officially opening Camp Gagetown on July 1, 1958). 
T HE NEW fourth edition of the Concise Oxford Dictionary de-fines a camp as a "place where 
troops are lodged in tents, etc.; 
temporary quarters of nomads, 
gypsies, travellers . . . " 
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By this yardstick the Army's multi-
million dollar establishment along the 
banks of the meandering St. John 
River at Oromocto is not a camp, 
though officially known as Camp 
Gagetown. It is little or no exagger-
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H.R.H. Princess Margaret inspects the 
Guard of Honour provided by the 3rd 
Regiment Royal Canadian Horse Artillery. 
With the Princess is the Guard Com-
mander, Captain J. E. G. de Domenico. 
The bemedalled war veteran in the fore-
ground is WO II R. H anion. 
ation to write that it is one of the 
fin~st and most modem military in-
stallations in the world. 
It must be seen to be believed. 
"Old Sweats" of soldiering whose 
memory keeps company with the First 
World War or, perhaps, the Boer 
War, would see it and still not be-
lieve it. 
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The pathetic and heavily burdened 
soldier of Rudyard Kipling's day 
("Chuck 'im out, the Brute!") who 
was handed a mildewed palliasse and 
told to find his own straw for his 
bed, could not have, in his most 
flighting imagination, dreamed of an 
Army camp that afforded the com-
forts for wholesome living found to-
day in Camp Gagetown. 
But Gagetown is not a camp in 
terms of the definition above quoted. 
True, there is a second meaning: "a 
permanent station for the training 
of troops in campaigning duties gen-
contrast. Buildings do not crowd 
each other. Looking from ground 
level there is no indication of harsh 
design or monotonous pattern spac-
. 
mg. 
From the air, however, the well-
designed method of building layout 
can be seen. Many buildings are 
similar in construction but at no one 
place do such buildings stand side by 
side in rows that, up to now, were 
almost trademarks in military camps. 
Adjacent to the camp site is the 
married quarters area where nearly 
two thousand homes of ultra-modem 
Stretching south of the camp site 
and married quarters area lie the 
training ranges, general manoeuvre 
area, and localities for exercises in 
almost all types of warfare from 
jungle to mountain fighting. The 
wide expanse is known as the training 
area and makes up the three corn-
ponents of Camp Gagetown. 
The cost of this total installation 
is reaching toward a staggering $100 
million. 
Why was it built in peace-time? 
Is it worth the great public invest-
rnent? 
"The great gates open on a wide vista of pastel-coloured buildings .... There is no indication 
of harsh design or monotonous pattern spacing.'' A typical 250-man barracks block. 
erally". This may describe the func-
tion of Camp Gagetown; but it gives 
no hint of the enormity of the achieve-
ment that went to hacking a modem 
military metropolis out of New 
Brunswick's bushland and carving it 
into a setting of beauty. 
In the camp site the great gates 
open on a wide vista of pastel-col-
oured buildings snugly nestled in the 
verdant freshness of new-sown grass 
and surrounding trees. The colour 
appeal to the eye is delightful. Shades 
of yellow, green, grey, pink and onyx 
are saucered in grassy areas in quiet 
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design provide service men and their 
families with as good accommodation 
as any organization could off er its 
employees. Here, again, layout and 
construction have been planned with 
the eye in mind, as well as the 
physical comfort of occupants. There 
are no long straight rows of identical, 
company-style houses. The thirty-
seven miles of paved roadway that 
links the married quarters area wan-
ders in slow circles, a deterrent to 
speeding traffic as well as an asset 
to beauty. 
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As a result of Canada's require-
ment for internal security and 
commitments arising out of her par-
ticipation in the United Nations and 
North PJ.tlantic Treaty Organizations 
the size of her peace-time Army was 
increased. This brought about the 
need for a training area with some 
special characteristics which did not 
exist in any of tlie already established 
camps. 
A fighting force had to be main-
tained in peacetime, ~n a voluntee:r 
basis, in constant readiness. To ac-
complish this, an area had to be found 
SEPTi:MBER, 1958 
Centurion tanks 
in battle 
practice on the 
training ranges 
of Camp 
Gagetown. 
sufficiently large for training a for-
mation at war scales, and suitable for 
all types of training. Equally import-
ant was the living accommodation 
for single men and the dependents of 
married men-which must be close to 
the training area, and at least as good 
as that enjoyed by the average citi-
zen. 
The two requirements are not 
Ceremonial 
Parade at the 
gates of Camp 
Gagetown. The 
Black Watch 
march past 
Honourable 
G. R. Pearkes, 
VC, CB, DSO, 
MC, MP, 
Minister of 
National 
Defence, at the 
official opening 
of the camp. 
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readily compatible. If you can dis-
cover a sufficiently large piece of 
ground to serve as a training area, it 
is unlikely that this piece of ground 
will be sufficiently close to a de-
veloped community. Unlike our other 
large training areas at which the 
troops only concentrate on an an-
nual basis, the new camp had to be 
designed for year-round training with 
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accommodation facilities for troops 
and their families including the best 
of modern living standards. 
Several factors influenced the selec-
tion of the Mari times for the location 
of such a training area. It was es-
sential the new camp should be near 
an eastern Canadian all-weather port. 
Finally, but among the most im-
portant considerations, the new train-
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A soldier shaves. His washrooms are tiled, light and large. 
ing ground . must be established with 
as little disturbance as possible to the 
civilian population. 
This last factor engendered many 
unusual and interesting problems. 
Expropriation of some 427 square 
miles of camp property meant that 
nearly 3,000 people had to move. 
Many of them did not want to move. 
Families in the area counted the 
generations of their people back a 
hundred and fifty years on the same 
plots of land. Nearby family ceme-
teries held memories that could not 
be expropriated. 
Reimbursement, .of course, was 
ample and in some cases outright 
generous. Families were re-settled 
fully in accordance with their own 
wishes as far as humanly possible. 
Cemeteries were fenced off and placed 
out of bounds to all troops. They 
are carefully maintained, and relatives 
of those buried in them have access 
to visit the graves. 
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Many stories are told of the ex-
propriations. 
One old gentleman went to have 
his cheque cashed at the bank. 
"Did you get what you wanted for 
your farm?" asked the bank manager. 
"Certainly not," answered the dis-
possessed, ''but I got a dam sight 
more than it was worth!" 
Another old farmer was taken all 
round the province time and time 
again to find a new location. 
"Did you find a farm?" asked a 
sympathizer. 
"Heck, no!" the farmer replied. 
"I'd bought one in Kings County. I 
was enjoying the free rides!" 
All the land was acquired, how-
ever, with a minimum of serious up-
sets and the Army had possession of 
an area, roughly egg-shaped, some 
twenty-six miles long (north to south) 
and twenty-two miles wide. The 
camp site is at the north end, twelve 
miles from the city of Fredericton, 
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and actually only seven miles outside 
Fredericton's eastern city limits. The 
southern boundary of the training area 
is twenty-five miles from the all-
weather port city of Saint John. 
The beautiful camp site itself cov-
ers nine hundred acres out of the 
total area of 275,000 acres, and 
consists of more than a hundred fine 
new buildings. These include a 
garrison headquarters, administra-
tive buildings, officers' and sergeants.' 
messes and quarters, barracks, men's 
messes, quartermaster and technical 
stores, drill halls, garages, tank hang-
ars, gun sheds, hospital, chapels, 
dental clinics, a large physical train-
ing building and a modem theatre of 
eight hundred seats. In addition to 
the camp service units, there is ac-
commodation for an infantry battal-
ion, a field regiment of artillery, an 
armoured regiment, a field ambu-
lance, an engineer squadron, a signals 
squadron, a transport company and 
a field workshop, and other support-
ing field units. 
Adjoining the camp the old village 
of Oromocto is expanding anew under 
a unique combination of a federal 
and provincial planning committee. 
The town will have a large, com-
pletely modem shopping centre, new 
roadways, bridges and a new look in 
every respect. 
When all: construction and reno-
vation is completed and in use, the 
one-time farming village of Oromocto 
will mushroom into an area of almost 
the present population of nearby 
Fredericton. 
Within the permanent camp, the 
soldier finds that the words of the 
Honourable G. R. Pearkes, Minister 
of National Defence, quoted in pre-
f ace to this article, are the understate-
ment of the year. No millionaires' 
country club could offer more in the 
way of recreational facilities than 
Camp Gagetown provides its service-
men stationed there. 
An Army private moves into a 
modern 250 or 180-man barracks, 
three storeys high, aglow with colour 
and carrying architectural design 
found in a fashionable college dorm-
itorv. He has an Olymoic style swim-
ming pool, bowling alleys, spacious 
gymnasium, sun patio, sport and 
games facilities practically unequal-
led. He is one of four in a bedroom, 
furnished with a spring mattressed 
bed, with his own clothes closet, 
writing desk, bed lamp and ample 
chest of drawers built into one com-
pact unit which he can lock. He has 
considerable privacy by comparison 
with the old, open barrack blocks. 
In his barracks there is a combined 
television library and games room, 
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A compact 
clothes closet in 
a single 
sergeant's 
quarters. 
and a laundry room complete with 
modern washing machines and iron-
ing facilities. His washrooms and 
lavatories are tiled in white, spacious, 
light and large. 
Near his barrack block is his 
modem mess, actually a large dining 
hall. The kitchens are equipped with 
stainless steel and porcelain electrical 
appliances that gleam. Th ~y are large 
and designed to prepare food on a 
"Near his 
barrack block is 
his modern 
mess ... Service 
is in cafeteria 
style." 
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large scale but of the best quality. A 
single kitchen, staffed by some fifteen 
people, easily turns out a thousand 
meals at a time. 
Service is in cafeteria style with 
a considerable variety on the menus. 
Modern dish-washing equipment 
eliminates kitchen fatigue duties that 
have always plagued the soldier. 
Army cooks and helpers are skilled 
tradesmen, their ability recognized 
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and efforts encouraged by extra 
trades pay. 
For entertainment at Gagetown the 
soldier may attend the modern 
theatre, bowl, swim or engage in a 
great variety of sports in the physical 
training and recreational building, 
watch television in his barracks, visit 
the new Junior Ranks' Club where 
games, entertainment and a modeT'n 
snack bar are available. There are 
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outdoor sports fields, a hockey rink 
under way and many other facilities 
for passing idle moments. 
A busy soldier is generally a good 
soldier. A neat soldier is generally 
a proud soldier. A proud soldier is 
always a credit to his country. 
Camp Gagetown is designed to pr~ 
duce such a soldier. 
From this happy environment, 
then, the ultimate goal is to field a 
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well-trained, effective and vigilant 
military formation. The 3rd Canadian 
Infantry Brigade Group, now located 
in Camp Gagetown, lives well but 
trains hard. For one month each 
summer the brigade group leaves 
their comfortable quarters and moves 
under canvas in the training area for 
a concentrated series of hard ex-
ercises. Throughout the remainder 
of the year they are continually on 
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The snack bar 
in a Junior 
Ranks' Club 
the tra1nmg ranges with everything 
from their big Centurion tanks to 
motorcycles. They train with and 
fire small arms, mortars, medium 
machine guns, rocket launchers, field 
artillery and tank guns. Engineers 
train in wet bridging and demolitions 
and there is an area for atomic, bac-
terial and chemical warfare training. 
For the oeoole o{ New Brunswick 
and the Maritimes as a whole, the 
Children's Day 
in the Olympic-
style swimming 
pool at Camp 
Gagetown. The 
children are 
dependents of the 
military 
personnel of all 
ranks. 
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The Guard of 
Honour of the 
Black Watch ai 
the official 
opening of 
Camp Gagetowr.. 
establishment of Camp Gagetown has 
a widely marked effect on the econ-
omy. Apart from construction costs, 
the annual payr.oll of troops and civ-
ilian employees will be around $15 
million. Added to this will be the 
many other services and goods pur-
chased for normal operations. 
The great heating plant, which 
serves the full camp site with a high-
temperature water system, bums 
Married Quarters 
at Camp 
Gagetown. 
"Layout and 
construction 
have been 
planned with the 
eye in mind as 
well as the 
physical 
comfort of the 
occupants." 
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up to three hundred tons of New 
Brunswick bituminous coal per day 
in winter time. 
Purchase of foodstuffs on local 
markets, particularly seasonable fruits 
and vegetables~ is enormous. 
However, this economic ass'stance 
provided New Brunswick through the 
Armv is not a one way street. It is 
gratifying the investment of the de-
fence dollar in the Maritimes ha~ 
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grown. This section of the nation 
has consistently produced more re-
cruits under the voluntary svstem of 
enlistment for the Canadian Army 
than any other comparable area of 
Canada on a per capita basis. 
In recognition of this and other 
factors, the soldier in New Brunswick 
has more than a camp in Gagetown-
he has a home, one of the finest that 
a grateful government can provide. 
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DIAMOND 
CONSTRUCTION ( 1955) LIMITED 
Contractor 
I 0 River Piers 
Princess Margaret Bridge 
Fredericton, N.B. 
what's • ID a container ? 
The corrugated box today plays a 
most important role in the business 
of supply and demand. When your 
product demands a container of 
strength to ensure its safety in 
transi~ call us, whatever your re· 
quirement might be we can 
supply it! 
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LA NC ASTER, N. B. 
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CAMP GAGETOWN 
(Units in location September 1958) 
3RD CANADIAN INFANTRY 
BRIGADE GROUP 
Brigadier R. W. Moncel, DSO, OBE 
Commander, 3rd Canadian Infantry 
Brigade Group 
Lt Col J. S. Orton, MBE, MC, CD 
3rd Regiment, Royal Canadian Horse 
Artillery 
Lt Col S. V. Radley-Walters, DSO, MC, Cl) 
I/8th Canadian Hussars (Princess 
Louise's) 
Major N. G. Trower, MBE 
2nd Field Squadron, Royal Canadian 
Engineers 
Major E. E. Doidge, CD 
3rd Signals Squadron, Royal Cana-
dian Corps of Signals 
Lt Col W. deN. Watson, DSO, MC, CD 
2nd Battalion The Black Watch 
(Royal Highland Regiment) of 
Canada 
Capt J. A. Stott 
3rd Canadian Inf an try Brigade 
Group, Light Aid Detachment 
GARRISON UNITS 
Col C. H. Cook, ED 
Commander, Camp Gagetown 
Major A. W. Bishop, CD 
8 Works Company, Royal Canadian 
Engineers 
Capt C. A. McKay 
4 Equipment Supply Depot, Royal 
Canadian Engineers 
Capt J. A. Latta, CD 
Camp Gagetown Signals Troop, 
Royal Canadian Corps of Signals 
Major R. 0. Porter 
Black Watch Depot 
Lt D. V. Start 
Black Watch Band 
Capt W. H. Biggs 
Camp Gagetown Detachment, 7 Com-
pany Royal Canadian Army Ser-
vice Corps 
Major D. H. B. Bevan-Jones 
Gagetown Station Hospital, Royal 
Canadian Army Medical Corps 
Major W. R. Thompson 
9 Dental Clinic, Royal Canadian 
Dental Corps 
Major H. R. Ferris, MBE, CD 
40 Camp Ordnance Railhead, Royal 
Canadian Ordnance Corps 
Major A. L. D. Macdonell 
222 Workshop, Royal Canadian Elec-
trical and Mechanical Engineers 
Capt E. W. Petty 
8 Service Detention Barracks, Cana-
dian Provost Corps 
Capt J. Rand, DFC 
Camp Gagetown Detachment, East-
ern Command Provost Company 
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CAPITAL BRAND FOOD PRODUCTS 
PROCESSED IN A MOST MODERN FARMER-OWNED PROCESSING PLANT 
CAPITAL BRAND BUTTER 
CAPITAL BRAND ICE CREAM 
CAPITAL BRAND COTTAGE CHEESE 
CAPITAL BRAND FROZEN FOODS 
CAPITAL BRAND EGGS 
CAPITAL BRAND POUL TRY 
CAPITAL BRAND APPLE AND STRAWBERRY JAM 
CAPITAL BRAND STRAWBERRY JAM 
CAPITAL BRAND APPLE JELLY 
One of the Maritimes most modern food processing plants; 
working in the interest of the producer and consuming public. 
Manufacturing, grading, and packing "CAPIT Al BRAND" 
products. 
CAPITAL CO-OPERATIVE LIMITED 
BARKER STREET FREDERICTON, N.B. 
MARITIME DISTRIBUTOR FOR 
THORN E'S FLO-GLAZE 
ESTABLISHED IN 1867 
COLORIZER PAINTS 
MARITIME WHOLESALE DISTRIBUTOR 
SPORTING GOODS 
e PLUMBING SUPPLIES 
e HEATING SUPPLIES 
e . ELECTRICAL EQUIPMENT 
e HOUSEWARES 
THORNE'S HARDWARE LIMITED 
KING STREET AT MARKET SQUARE 
SAINT JOHN NEW. BRUNSWICK 
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TRADEMARKS OF NEWFOUNDLAND 
Products coming off the assembly lines in Newfoundland these days are fast 
ea~ning the sort of reputation at home and abroad that was once accorded 
to Newfoundland soldiers by • famous general - "Better than the Best." 
This goes for handbags, knitwear, shirts, gloves, workclothes, suits, shoes, 
batteries, cement, plasterboard, wallboards, motion pictures, chocolates and 
candy, etc.- all hard-hitting leaders on the sal..-counters of the nation. 
DEPARTMENT OF ECONOMIC DEVELOPMENT 
- , 
G 0 VERN ME N'T 0 F NEW F 0 UN DLA ND 
ST . JOHN'S N E w-F 0 U N D L A N D 
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N o USEFUL APPRAISAL can be made of the report of the Federal Royal Commission on 
Newfoundland's finances without a 
clear understanding of the reasons for 
its appointment. These have been 
most succinctly stated in editorials in 
both the Fredericton Gleaner and The 
Atlantic Advocate. They have been 
woefully misrepresented in articles in 
many mainland newspapers. 
The first thing to remember is that 
the Royal Commission was appointed 
to correct errors or omissions in the 
financial terms of the agreement by 
which Newfoundland became a Can-
adian province. The particular clause 
of the contract was none too clearly 
worded but its purpose was unmis-
takable. That was to underwrite 
permanently the continuation of the 
Newfoundland public services at the 
highest levels and standards reached at 
the time of the review by Royal Com-
rmss1on. 
There has been a tendency in some 
newspaper comment to assume that 
part of the Federal Government's 
obligations to the new province under 
the Terms of Union could be dis-
charged by financial assistance which 
Newfoundland would share with other 
provinces. But that is quite wrong. 
Newfoundland's rights under Term 29 
of the Terms of Union were without 
prejudice to any special or regional 
assistance in which she might share as 
a result of future Federal policies. The 
claim of the new province to her quota 
of the Atlantic Provinces adjustment 
grants was outside of the Terms of 
Union. It had nothing to do with the 
contractual rights incorporated in the 
Confederation agreement which is now 
a part of the British North America 
Act. The report of the Royal Commis-
sion on Newfoundland's finances must 
be studied in that light. 
It has been described as "a report 
without a heart". The approach was 
unimaginative and literal. In my 
opinion, it fell sadly short of the great 
human document that might reason-
ably have been expected from an 
eminent Royal Commission charged 
with the duty of writing the final 
chapter to an agreement by which 
two people and two countries were 
joined in union. 
There is a terse description of the 
economic background. This, in seven 
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fact-crammed pages, emphasized the 
vulnerability of the Newfoundland 
economy, the historical vicissitudes 
which had prevented the development 
of more than embryo public services, 
the weaknesses of the province's 
revenue position and the deficiencies 
of its social fabric. Apart from this 
short chapter, the McNair Report is a 
treatise on esoteric economic and 
financial matters which are frightening 
to even the average well-educated lay-
man. 
The case submitted by the New-
foundland Government had been four 
years in the making. It was the most 
exhaustive analysis that has ever been 
made of the anatomy of a Canadian 
province. It presented a carefully-
prepared claim in respect of the factual 
requirements of Term 29 and a de-
tailed historical and current examina-
tion of the public services. It raised 
also some important abstractions that 
had relevance to the Newfoundland 
position and to basic rights of Can-
adian citizenship. No reference to these 
parts of the submission are contained 
in the McNair Report which has re-
stricted itself to a rigidly legalistic 
interpretation of its terms of reference 
and ignored completely the opportumty 
to write an important footnote to a 
great historical event. 
The report is open to criticism on 
two grounds. Its mathemathical com-
putations are susceptible to technical 
argument but its greatest offence was 
to overlook the spirit of the agreement. 
That was the recognition that New-
foundland's services were below the 
minimum tolerable level of Canadian 
services, that the new province should 
be given at least eight years in which 
to raise the standards of these services, 
and that thereafter the Government of 
Canada would make sure that lack of 
means would not prevent the New-
foundland Government from contin-
uing the levels and standards reached 
at the time of review. 
The Newfoundland case contended 
that the phrase "to continue the levels 
and standards of public services" could 
mean only one thing. If, for example, 
Newfoundland had five hospital beds 
per thousand of the population in 1957, 
she was entitled to assistance, if 
needed, to maintain that ratio as the 
population increased. The population 
has been increasing at a rapid rate. It 
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has risen by thirty per cent since the 
date of confederation. The increase in 
population is now approximately 
12,000 a year. That would mean that 
at the level of hospital service in 1957, 
Newfoundland would be entitled to 
capital aid to provide sixty additional 
beds each year. And if that aid were 
not provided, if the Newfoundland 
Government could not pay the cost of 
supplying these additional beds and 
the ratio fell from five beds per 
thousand people to four beds, it f oi-
l owed that both the levels and the 
standards of that particular service had 
declined. 
But the Newfoundland submission 
did not overlook the possibility that 
changes in the province's financial 
position might occur. It, therefore, 
proposed that there should be a 
periodical review in fairness to both 
parties to the agreement. The McNair 
Report ignores that reasonable conten-
tion. It has not granted it the consi-
deration of comment but has assumed 
that the spirit and conditions of the 
Confederation Agreement for the con-
tinuing of the Newfoundland public 
services can be met into the indefinite 
future by a fixed annual grant expressed 
in monetary terms and not even pro-
tected against the processes of infia-
ti on. 
The Newfoundland case ended on 
this note: "We complete our case with 
a feeling of confidence in the sympa-
thetic interest of the Royal Commission 
and in the belief that in their considera-
tion, they will not feel limited by the 
strict literal interpretation of Term 29 
but will regard themselves at liberty to 
set before the Government of Canada 
both their findings on the contractual 
case and their opinions on the wider 
claim that the people of Newfoundland 
have upon the intelligent self-interest, 
the generosity and the sympathy of the 
Canadian nation." 
The Prime Minister of Canada, 
aware of Newfoundland dissatisfaction 
with the McNair recommendations, 
has indicated that the whole subject 
must be more closely studied. In this 
lies the last remaining hope of the 
people of Newfoundland for a just 
completion of the agreement by which 
they placed their trust in Canada and 
identified themselves for all time with 
the future of the Canadian nation. 
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KNOW 
CANADA 
BETTER 
Fast, streamlined daily 
service between 
Montreal-Vancouver 
and Toronto-Vancou-
ver. 
The DOMINION 
Convenient daily 
schedule between 
Montreal-Vancouver 
and Toronto-Vancou-
ver. 
SCENIC DOME WAY 
Plan to see Canada this year via the 
scenic Banff-Lake Louise route -
2,881 miles of ever-changing scenery 
-aboard The Canadia1i or The 
Dominion. Wide choice of accommo-
dations-tourist or first class-coach 
seats reserved at no extra fare. 
There's the Mural Lounge for refresh· 
ments •.. the Skyline Coffee Shop for 
budget meals . . . the DeLuxe Dining 
Room Cars for famous Canadian Pacific 
cuisine. You'll enjoy, too, new riding 
comfort ... the ultimate in modern spring 
suspension to make daytime sightseeing, 
night-time sleeping a pleasure. 
Information and reservations from any Canadian Pacific office. 
-the only scenic dome rou-fe across Canada 
-- . -- . 
• • • • • • • • • 
MUIRHEAD FORWARDING LIMITED 
ARE PROUD OF THE OPPORTUNITY TO CONTINUE PLAYING THEIR PART TOWARD THE SOUND 
AND RAPID PROGRESS OF OUR ATLANTIC PROVINCES 
By continuing to route your Less Carload Tonnage 
Via "MUIRHEAD'S" you not only greatly reduce your freight costs but also eliminate your local cartage charges 
ASSEMBLING AND SHIPPING CENTRES IN ONTARIO AND QUEBEC 
Toronto, Brockville, Hamilton, St. Catharines, Brantford, London, Kitchener-Waterloo, Ont., 
Montreal and Levis, Que. 
DISTRIBUTION CENTRES IN THE ATLANTIC PROVINCES 
Halifax, Truro, N.S., Sydney, C.B.I., N.S., Moncton, Saint John, N.B., Charlottetown, P.E.I., 
St. John's and Corner Brook, Nfld. 
Towns or Communities within a radius of 60 miles of any distribution centre, 
also served at a financial saving 
Operating also, Dec. 15-April 15, Import pool cars from Halifax and Saint John 
to Toronto, Hamilton and Montreal 
FOR FURTHER INFORMATION, PLEASE CONTACT YOUR NEAREST OFFICE 
HALIFAX, N.S. MONCION, N.B. SAINT JOHN, N.B. SYDNEY, C.B.I. 
77 Upper Water St. 11 Church St. Union Station 54 Prince St. 
Tel: 3-6133 Tel: 4-4102 Tel: OX 2-3378 Tel: 5520 
TRURO, N.S. CORNER BROOK, NFLD. ST. JOHN'S, NFLD. CHARLOTTETOWN, P.E.I. 
Stanley Hanes Western Terminal Blda. 221 New Gower St. Jenkins Transfer 
Tel: 7000 Tel: 3405 Tel: 2634 Tel: 6323 
23 other offices across Canada to Serve You---------· 
Also LONDON, LIVERPOOL, ENGLAND and GLASGOW, SCOTLAND 
The INDEPENDENT Forwarding Company which, with your co-operation over many years, has brought to the At-
lantic Provinces the REAL benefits and advantages of pool cars 
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Rear Admiral H. F. Pullen, Flag Officer, Atlantic Coast, centre, and George Lewis and 
Instructor Com1nander C. H. Little, right, with three soldiers in uniforms of the 
period of the capture of Louisbourg 
THE LOUISBOURG ANNIVERSARY 
IN 1758 ENGLAND, under Pitt, came to grips with France for the con-quest of Canada. The first round in 
the struggle was for possession of 
Louisbourg, the French fortress and 
harbour which commanded the St. 
Lawrence entry to the heart of the 
continent. In a stirring combined opera-
tion a British fleet of forty-one war-
ships (commanded by Admiral Bos-
cawen) landed and protected an army 
(under Major-General Jeffrey Am-
herst) drawn from Britain, from the 
Atlantic seaboard of what is now the 
United States, from New Brunswick 
and from Nova Scotia. After forty-
seven days of brave resistance to 
attack from land and from sea, the 
French asked for terms of surrender: 
these were granted July 26, 17 58 and 
the way to Quebec was open. 
These historic events of two hundred 
years ago were celebrated in Louis-
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bourg during the three-day period of 
July 26 to 28. The Fortress Louisbourg 
Bicentenary Committee, which had 
been in existence for several months, 
prepared a colourful programme re-
calling the events and atmosphere of 
the past for the large modern audience. 
The museum and the ruins of the 
fortress spoke for themselves-to 
these were added soldiers in the ancient 
uniforms of France and Britain, In-
dians with their wigwams and birch 
bark canoes, singers in old French 
costumes and pipers in the garb of the 
Highlands. In striking contrast, the 
harbour was filled with the most 
modern men-of-war and jet aircraft 
split the air while the dignitaries 
arrived in powerful modern automo-
biles, and the whole scene was des-
cribed across the country through 
television and radio. 
During the afternoon of July 25, the 
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Canadian Destroyers Algonquin (Cap-
tain D. G. King) and Haida (Com-
mander J. Rusher) arrived to represent 
the Royal Canadian Navy. Algonquin 
was wearing the flag of Rear-Admiral 
H. F. Pullen, Flag Officer Atlantic 
Coast. As far as can be determined, 
this is the first occasion that a Cana-
dian Admiral ever visited Louisbourg 
with his flag flying, and it may well be 
the first occasion that any admiral has 
come to Louisbourg by sea, since 
Admiral Boscawen came into the 
harbour in a sloop in 17 58 to complete 
the surrender arrangements. 
Also in the harbour was the sub-
marine Alcide (Lieutenant-Comman-
der J. H. Blacklock) representing the 
Royal Navy. This was a particularly 
happy choice because the first Alcide 
in the Royal Navy was the French 
sixty-four-gun ship of the line, which 
was captured by Admiral Boscawen 
SEPTE#t\BER, 1958 
A ROYAL WELCOME 
A W~t\ITS YOU ... 
At the Royal, where you will cross 
the threshold into an atmosphere of 
friendly welcome and courteous 
service. Your sleeping comfort is 
assured by cool, clean bedding on 
restful mattresses in large airy bed-
rooms with modern conveniences. 
Our family plan accepts children 
under 14 years of age as guests 
of the hotel, free of room charge, 
when accompanied by parent. 
The Royal Hotel 
KING STREET 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
ATLANTIC 
INDUSTRY! 
Your Electrical and Mechanical 
needs are our Business. 
WE REPRESENT 
The leading makers of most 
types of machinery and equip-
ment. 
WE MANUFACTURE 
And design elevators and 
custom built machinery for 
special uses. 
WE SERVICE 
What we sell and repair 
machinery of all kinds. 
E. S. STEPHENSON 
& CO. LIMITED 
SAINT JOHN HALIFAX 
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(in the spring of 17 55) while she was 
en route to Louisbourg with the new 
governor and much treasure on board. 
That Alcide was taken into the Royal 
Navy and took part in the capture of 
Quebec the following year. 
The United States Navy was re-
presented by the destroyer escort 
Raymond and the net-layer Yazoo. The 
Yazoo formed with the Canadian ships 
Porte St. Jean and Cormorant, the team 
which provided diving facilities and 
lifted from the bottom of the harbour 
a gun which had been sunk for two 
hundred years. This was a particularly 
striking example of the potentialities of 
television for it took the audience not 
only out into the harbour but also 
many feet under water to observe an 
intricate manreuvre. 
The gun which was recovered is 
believed to be from the French seventy .. 
four-gun Le Prudent which, in a most 
spirited action, was burnt by the boats 
of the British fleet under Captain J. 
Laforey shortly before the fortress was 
forced to surrender. The gun will now 
be placed on display outside the 
museum as a gift from the R. C. N. It 
was formally presented on July 28, by 
Commander George Wadds, officer 
in charge of Point Edward Naval Base, 
to Mayor Guy Hiltz of Louisbourg. 
On the morning of the 26th, I 
accompanied my Admiral and his Flag 
Lieutenant to Kennington Cove where 
British troops landed from small boats 
covered by the guns of the fleet two 
hundred years ago. Beyond some slight 
erosion, little can have changed in 
these two centuries. One can still see 
the two lovely little beaches which 
were the goal of the small boats and 
which were so vigorously def ended by 
the French behind their abattis. Be-
side the beaches is the hillock called 
Cap Rouge. This hillock covers the 
tiny twenty-foot opening between jag-
ged rocks through which the three 
boats of Wolfe's attacking force found 
an unexpected landing place just when 
the whole operation seemed doomed 
• 
to failure. We walked along the draw 
behind the hillock up which the 
British soldiers climbed, hidden from 
the view of the French def enders until 
they were able to fall unexpectedly on 
the rear of the French position. Stand-
ing there on a peaceful morning two 
hundred years later, it was still easy to 
visualize the Shannon and the six 
other covering warships, small boats 
filled with soldiers and the whole 
strenuous conflict which developed be-
fore the attack proved successful and 
the French troops were in retreat to 
the walls of their fortress. 
The siege lasted forty-seven days and 
in the end the governor was forced to 
surrender because he was cut off by 
the Royal Navy from all hope of relief 
from France or from Quebec. 
The importance of sea power to 
victory was emphasized throughout the 
whole of the bicentenary, but it was 
put most eloquently by the Nova 
Scotia provincial archivist, Dr. C. B. 
Fergusson, himself a Cape Bretoner, 
when he made a major speech at the 
dinner offered by the Province of Nova 
Scotia on the evening of July 26. He 
pointed out that all the courage and 
wit and spirit of the French could not 
survive the blockade and the constant 
assault, and that Louisbourg was 
doomed when France allowed her navy 
to fall so far behind Britain's in the 
1750's. 
Then the practical approaches to 
Louisbourg were by sea alone; today 
there is a fine highway which permits 
motorists to arrive with comfort, but 
it is easy to see from the unchanging 
fores ts how essential control of the sea 
was, not only to Louisbourg, but to the 
whole development of Canada, for by 
that route alone was access possible. 
After Louisbourg came Quebec and 
finally Montreal when all Canada was 
surrendered. These events were clearly 
the result of the ability to move men 
and material by sea and to prevent the 
enemy from doing the same. 
KEEPING'S A BARREN THING 
The boy stands, thoughtful, watchful, motionless, 
Upon the sunlit bridge, above the brook, 
Where shadows dance and racing ripples press 
Among the green clad stones, a minnow's nook. 
Pensive, he stoops to choose two granite rocks, 
Experiment in mind, he stands once more; 
He drops the first, it falls on browning stalks, 
And stops short on the unresponsive shore; 
The second leaves his hand and finds a pool, 
And plunks a water fiddle on its way 
To set in motion circles, curving cool; 
In ever widening arcs their patterns play. 
Keeping's a barren thing, dried up and furled, 
While giving reaches out to all the world. 
PHYLLIS MACLEAN BROWN 
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Sketch of the fort by the author, based on a water-colour by Lieut. Thomas Davies 
FORT FREDERICK 
The two hundredth ann.iversary of British possession of New Brunswick 
HEN LOUISBURG FELL in 
July 1758 the English were 
determined to establish a 
fortified post at the mouth of the 
St. John River and so Lieut.-Coloo.el 
Monckton, who had assisted General 
Amherst at Louisbourg, was sent 
from Halifax on September 11 to 
carry out this task. Exaggerated re-
ports of the strength of Boishebert's 
forces were in circulation and as a 
result Monckton set out with a force 
2, 000 strong. He had difficulty in 
obtaining supplies and provisions for 
this operation and also difficulty in 
procuring sufficient transportation, 
but finally the convoy got under way, 
escorted by two English frigates. 
Among the names of the ships were 
the Isabella, Wade, Alexander the 
Second, Viscount Falmouth, Lord 
Bleakeney, the sloops York and 
Ulysses and the man-of-war Squirrel. 
The troops included the New England 
Rangers, the 35th Regiment and an 
artillery force. 
On September 18 the fleet anch-
ored off Partridge Island at the en-
trance to Saint John Harbour. The 
sloops were sent up the harbour to 
reconnoitre and on returning reported 
they had seen onlv two or three 
people. Although Monckton was un-
aware at the time, it was later estab-
lished that at the time of his arrival 
there were approximately 200 French 
and Indians in ambush about the fort 
but they were so overawed with the 
size of the English forces that they 
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put up no resistance and fled up river 
to St. Anne's (now Fredericton). 
Colonel Monckton decided to wait 
until the next day before entering the 
harbour. On the 19th the fleet 
sailed in and anchored below the 
fort on the west side. 
Monckton's journal contains a 
brief account of the events of the 20th 
day of September: how 400 men 
landed at nine o'clock and met with 
no opposition. About 300 Light In-
fantry and Rangers, under Major 
Scott, were sent above the falls and 
reported back that they had found a 
few tracks but the woods were very 
thick and going was hard. 
We can imagine this quiet scene. 
Except for the area around the site 
of Fort La Tour and the French fort 
on the west side of the harbour, there 
were few signs of habitation. No 
doubt the roar of the falls and the 
screams of a few gulls were the only 
sounds to be heard. It is probable 
that spruce, cedar and fir trees cov-
ered the area to the water's edge or 
to high-water mark. It is possible that 
the hardwood trees had begun to don 
their autumn colours and we con-
clude the air was clear and no fog 
was about - certainly no fog-horn 
was on Partridge Island to warn the 
convoy of sand-bars or hidden ledges 
and rocks in the channel. 
It is doubtful whether Colonel 
Monckton realized that his landing at 
the fort on September 20, would be a 
date to remember for the people of 
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the province, the day on which he 
hoisted British colours on New Bruns-
wick soil, taking possession from the 
French. 
The fort was found in ruins but 
the materials, logs and timbers col-
lected by the French commander for 
its restoration were lying around it. 
Captain Knox's journal also gives an 
acoount of the landing and of the 
repairing of the fort and the building 
of barracks for a garrison of 3 00 men. 
At the time of Monckton's expedition 
Captain Knox was with the garrison 
at Annapolis. He tells of one of the 
French firing his musket into the air 
as a signal and then running into the 
woods. The incident took place three 
days after the landing so it appears 
that the French kept watch on the 
preparations of Monckton's forces to 
construct habitations for the coming 
winter and the expeditions up river. 
Finally under Monckton's direction 
Fort Frederick was constructed, the 
fifth fort to stand on that site. Samuel 
Holland was the engineer and his 
original plan is in the New Brunswick 
Museum. 
A very interesting water-colour 
sketch, drawn by Lieut. Thomas 
Davies of the Royal Regiment of 
Artillery. is in the National Gallery 
of Canada in Ottawa. In this sketch, 
Davies depicts himself fishing off 
Navv Island and some of his fellow 
soldiers fishing in the channel just 
as is done today, the only difference 
being that in Davies's sketch .the fish-
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New Brunswick Museum Lieutenant-Colonel Monckton 
ermen are in the full uniform of 
English soldiers of the day. With 
"poetic· license" Davies has conven-
iently moved Partridge Island so that 
one gets a fine sweeping view of the 
island, most of the harbour's western 
shore and the straight shore area up 
to the falls. He has drawn what is 
probably a faithful picture of the com-
pleted fort. The roofs and chimneys 
of at least three buildings appear 
above the ramparts but it would seem 
that there was none too much room 
within. A sloop lies at anchor op-
posite the fort in the same area 
described by Monckton in his journal. 
Apparently the anchorage was below 
the fort in the quiet waters away from 
the strong river channel, in approxi-
mately the same spot as the recently 
constructed "west side" docks. 
Colonel Monckton went back to 
Halifax in November, 1758. On 
returning from an expedition up 
the St. John River he inspected the 
new fortifications and barracks at 
Saint John and all seemed ready for 
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winter. He left a garrison of 3 00 at 
the fort, with Major Morris in com-
mand. The following April, the 
major reported to General Amherst 
that a party of rangers under Lieu-
tenant Hazen had marched up river 
and had destroyed St. Anne's, the last 
important French settlement in that 
area. 
In September, 1759, a heavy rain 
storm caused serious damage to the 
fort and in November this misfor-
tune was followed by a gale and high 
tide that washed away part of the 
earthworks and demolished the store-
house. The damage was so extensive 
that a party of engineers was brought 
from Fort Cumberland, near Am-
herst, N.S., the next year to recon-
struct the fort and build strong pali-
sades around it. 
Following this time, treaties were 
made with the Indians, and the fort 
on the St. John became an important 
centre of trade in the area. French 
families began to arrive at the fort, 
also prisoners of war and fugitives 
60 
from Quebec. They were a for lorn 
group. Major Studholme, who now 
commanded the fort, was given the 
unpleasant task of moving these 
people out of the area and they were 
later joined with other groups of 
Acadians in the historic and tragic 
expulsion. 
As time went on it was seen that a 
fortified post at the mouth of the 
river encouraged trade and conse-
quently settlement in the area. In 
1762 came James Simonds, Richard 
Simonds and Francis Peabody. Two 
years later James Simonds and James 
White and their dependents estab-
lished a trading post at Portland 
Point on the site of Fort La Tour. 
These families first found shelter at 
Fort Frederick. On August 28 , 1762, 
Hugh and Elizabeth Quinton arrived 
at the fort and the next day James 
Quinton was born, the first child of 
English-speaking parents whose birth 
is recorded in Saint John. Quinton 
Heights in Lancaster is named after 
this family. 
As the country became settled and 
peace prevailed, the need for strong 
forces decreased. In 176 8 troops 
were withdrawn and sent to Boston 
and by 1 771 the fort was dismantled. 
The settlers at the mouth of the river 
numbered 72 souls but this peaceful 
community was disturbed and broken 
by the Revolutionary War. In August, 
1775, a party of Machias marauders 
entered the harbour in a sloop. They 
captured a brig laden with oxen and 
provisions for the British troops to 
the south, and plundered and de-
stroyed the fort. This hostile act 
caused grave concern and Major Stud-
holme, after consulting Messrs. Si-
monds, Hazen and White, decided 
to build Fort Howe rather than re-
build Fort Frederick. Nevertheless 
the earthworks were still in good 
condition when the Loyalists landed 
in 1783. 
The old fort remained for many 
years in the hands of the imperial 
government but the site was later 
handed over to the city. As late as 
18 25 there are recorded traces of the 
earthworks but today there is no sign 
of our little fort. 
One can drive out on Navy Island 
and look back on the same area that 
Davies painted. A very slight rise 
in ground can be observed where the 
fort probably was. Modern port 
installations form the background 
where once stood a thick forest, and 
the foreground is filled with fisher-
men's equipment and lumber. The 
rocky shoreline, the swift strong cur-
rent and the gulls are probably the 
only things unchanged since the rise 
and fall of Fort Frederick, one-time 
symbol of progress in the southern 
New Brunswick area. 
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U.S. Immigration Officer W. Moon investigating a suspicious alien 
THE CRUISE OF THE MICLO 
The log of a novice mariner from Fredericton, his wife and his dog, 
aboard their 33-foot sloop bound for the Caribbean 
A Dangerous Voyage and a Visit to Bar Harbour 
Story and Photos by MICHAEL CARL TON 
S AINT JOHN HARBOUR dissolved into a heat haze on the horizon. It was a perfect summer day, 
blue sky and a gentle breeze with 
not a hint that within hours we would 
be enveloped in a dense fog that 
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would last six days and twice bring 
us to the brink of disaster. 
We plotted a sou'west course and 
by noon had cleared Point Lepreau 
and shaped the course more to the 
south to give wide berth to the tide 
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rips off Western Head. The sky was 
still clear but haze was thickening 
along the coastline and an hour later, 
in the middle of Grand Manan Chan-
nel, it had completely disappeared. 
The haze turned to a heavy fog 
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(WITH ITS NATURAL CONTENT OF 
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S-MASH 
llA MAIH 
SEAGYL 
MINERALS 
ALL FOR NUTRITIONAL BENEFIT 
VITAMINS PROTEIN 
P.O. BOX 133 - WESTMOUNT, P.O., CANADA 
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Thousands of visitors enjoy the scenic wonders of Bar Harbour. Shown above is the rock formation known as 
and with the coastline blanketed I 
did not realize that the flood tide 
was fast setting us on shore. By 
three o'clock it was obvious we were 
in for thick weather. 
I estimated our position to be about 
mid-channel abeam of Western Head. 
The light breeze that had moved us 
gently during the day had dropped to 
almost a dead calm and the sea had 
turned to a greasy ground swell. 
We took in the canvas and turned 
on the engine to face the alternatives 
of crawling at a safe speed or keeping 
more way on, to off set tidal current. 
We took the former. 
It was only a short time later that 
I was to discover my estimated posi-
tion was considerably at fault. Lois, 
acting as bow lookout, brought my 
attention to the peculiar action of the 
water and I felt the strange perform-
ance of the tiller which was pushed 
and pulled violently as if by an un-
seen giant hand. 
The swell had flattened and the 
water was swirling in tightening ed-
dies about the bow. Now and then 
. patches of seaweed seemed to make 
a downward spiral into the water and 
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Thunder Hole. 
I realized that we had been carried 
far to leeward and become caught in 
a dreaded Fundy tide rip. 
That we had drifted alarmingly 
close to shore was obvious but there 
was no way of knowing whether we 
were on the inside or outside of the 
off-shore reefs and rocks. 
We killed the engine and strained 
our ears for the sound from one of 
the many aids to navigation that dot 
the coast. A diaphone bleated in the 
distance and we caught the ominous 
toll of a bell buoy. What diaphone, 
NEXT MONTH 
A special feature on the 
Bicentenary of 
Responsible Government 
in Nova Scotia 
by 
J.E. Belliveau 
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what buoy? Should we steer for or 
away from them? I looked at the 
chart but the distant warnings could 
have been coming from a dozen dif-
ferent places. 
The water was still swirling and 
boiling about us and I estimated 
from our wake that we were being 
carried about four knots by the rip. I 
realized that in some fashion we must 
get clear of the rushing water and 
was about to tum the key in the 
ignition when it struck me we had 
overlooked our ship's dog "Sailor". 
In a moment of panic I felt cer-
tain he had gone overboard in the 
fog while we had been tensely oc-
cupied with navigation. It was the 
search for "Sailor" that undoubtedly 
saved us from disaster. 
I dropped into the cabin without 
touching one step of the companion-
way. He was not on the floor or 
asleep on the bunk. I dove headlong 
into the fo'c'sle, there he was, curled 
up, sublimely unconcerned about our 
predicament. I heard Lois yell some-
thing from on deck and I made a 
dash topside expecting every minute 
to feel the jolt and sickening thud of 
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the ship grinding into a menacing 
reef. 
I hit the deck and grabbed the tiller, 
ready to come about if there was any 
chance at all. 
Lois was yelling "Over there!" 
pointing off the starboard bow. She 
thought she saw a boat through the 
fog and I strained my eyes in the 
direction to which she was pointing. 
I yelled into the fog and the 
muffled reply was like a voice from 
heaven. I swung hard to starboard 
and started the engine dead slow and 
moved gently toward the direction of 
the call. I killed the motor, called and 
again heard the sweetest voice that 
has ever reached my ears. 
Somewhere, just ahead, was a ship 
and a chance to fix our position. I 
started and stopped the engine, inch-
ing ahead, longing to see the ship 
and fearful of ramming her. And 
then she came to us through the fog 
less than thirty feet away. 
Two fishermen in yellow oilskins 
stood peering at us from the stern of 
their forty-footer and they took a 
line as we put along side of them. 
The skipper boarded us and we 
went below. With our chart stretched 
on the saloon table he was quick 
to pin-point our position. Had I not 
gone in search of Sailor we would 
have been under power and almost 
aground on the infamous Sail Rock. 
With our position fixed and with 
some advice as to local conditions, 
we nosed into the fog leaving the 
fishing boat blanketed astern. 
Our aim was to put in at Bar Har-
bour. We estimated we would reach 
the harbour entrance early the next 
morning and hoped we would pick up 
the buoys along the coast. But by 
1 a.m. we had neither seen nor heard 
any navigational aid and it appeared 
we were too far to seaward and I 
shaped the course more to west'rd. 
By 3 a.m. we were wet, tired and 
worried. A gentle sou'westerly wind 
had developed and we killed the en-
gine, opened a can of meat, one of 
the many canned gifts from our "pro-
visioning party" and we had sand-
wiches and coffee on deck peering 
constantly into the fog and straining 
our ears for the welcome toll of an 
off-shore bell buoy. 
Lois went below and turned in but 
was unable to sleep, fearing that we 
might run aground or be struck by 
another vessel. At the tiller the cold 
early morning air seemed to penetrate 
through my foul weather gear to my 
damp clothes underneath. I was 
shivering all over from the cold and 
nervous tension, and my eyes were 
streaming. 
At about 4 a.m. I heard the distant 
tone of a gong a few degrees off the 
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starboard bow and was jubilant at 
the thought that we would soon be in 
Bar Harbour. A check of the chart 
showed that a red fairway buoy 
pointed the way into the channel and 
I headed for the sound. The gong 
became louder and a short time later 
the white flashing light could just be 
seen through the fog as we came 
within a hundred yards of it. 
Lois came on deck to double check 
the number on the marker as we 
floated by and when within twenty 
feet of it saw the letter "BM" which 
we took to be Bar Harbour Marker. 
I eased the ship into the wind, Lois 
took in the canvas and we swung 
around again under power and moved 
ahead slowly into the harbour. 
We couldn't have gone more than 
a mile-and-a-half when we heard the 
thunder of surf breaking and minutes 
later a huge mass of rock showed 
through the daybreak fog. I dropped 
into the cabin, tore off the engine 
covers, hurled the engine into re-
verse and at the same time pulled the 
throttle control wide open from be-
low. The motor roared and I held 
it for several seconds until I estimated 
we had stopped moving ahead. 
I jumped on deck to see Lois at 
the bow with the boat-hook ready to 
stave us off had we struck the rock, 
but we have since laughed at the idea 
for we would most certainly have 
gone aground before we struck or 
had we not, the forward motion of 
the ship would have bowled her into 
the sea had she attempted to stop 
us with the twelve-foot boat-hook. 
The Miclo was now moving gently 
astern, the transom rising and falling 
easily over the ground swell, but the 
breakers pounding the rocks ahead 
were not more than thirty feet away. 
We ran astern for another fifty feet 
to get a sounding of twenty feet and 
dropped the seventy-pound yachts-
man anchor with twenty feet of chain. 
Where those rocks had come from 
we neither knew nor cared at this 
point and after snug.ging down, fell 
exhausted into our bunks, not to 
awake until about two in the after-
noon. 
With the coming of daylight visibil-
ity lifted to about a hundred yards 
and we awoke that afternoon for a 
sight that left us stunned. 
I pulled back the hatch and stood 
on the second companionway step 
expecting to see some sign of habi-
tation on the coast that must be near 
Bar Harbour. 
Instead, I saw the huge mass of 
rocks of the night before dead ahead 
and on both port and starboard an 
equally threatening display. Jarring 
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as this may be it was an even greater 
shock when I went on deck and 
found a reef at our stern. We had 
somehow managed to get into a pool 
completely surrounded by rocks and 
reefs. It struck me at the time that 
we must have flown over the ob-
stacles to arrive where we did but as 
we were later to discover the reef 
to our stern had about twelve feet of 
water over it at high tide and the gods 
that watch over yachtsmen such as 
us had seen fit to float us into the 
pool on a rising tide. 
But all our surprises did not end 
with that hurried first glance from 
the deck that a.lternoon. Later the 
shore could be seen a quarter of a 
mile to our starboard and I rowed 
to it in the little dinghy only to dis-
cover that what we had taken to be 
Bar Harbour was actually the little 
inlet of Bailey's Mistake with a village 
four miles from the beach. 
At least we had reached the United 
States and I phoned the customs at 
Eastport to report our arrival and 
state that we would enter in Bar Har-
bour when the fog lifted and we could 
get under way. After securing some 
provisions from the local store I went 
back to the ship. 
We spent the rest of the day put-
ting gear in shape, and with the pool 
in which we lay seeming reasonably 
safe from any blow that might de-
velop, we turned in about dusk. 
The next day brought no let-up in 
the fog and I took Sailor to the rocky 
island ahead of us to romp for a few 
hours. He was glad enough to put 
ashore but looked as if he were being 
left as castaway when I rowed back 
to the ship. 
After a sound breakfast I took the 
dinghy and some canned clams for a 
few hours fishing, anchoring just in-
side the reefs at our stern. the ex-
pedition netted several flounders, 
some harbour pollack and a few rock 
cod. 
As I was about to pack up I spot-
ted a sea creature, its head just 
above water, swimming through the 
fog. It came directly for the boat, 
and I grabbed an oar ready to batter 
it over the head if it came within 
reach. It kept heading for the dinghy 
and I took a firmer grasp of the oar. 
Fifteen, ten, eight feet and then to 
my amazement I was looking into the 
beady brown eyes of Sailor, who had 
tired of his castaway existence on the 
lonely island. 
On the third day of our lay-over in 
Bailey's Mistake, visibility lifted to 
about a mile and a half, and we de-
cided to take advantage of the morn-
ing tide to clear the reef and head for 
Bar Harbour. We eased the Miclo 
out of her berth in the pool, and once 
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in the open water struck a course 
under power against a sou'west wind. 
The coastline was blanketed in 
fog, but with visibility increasing to 
about three miles we were able to run 
the buoys. 
Before dusk the lights of Bar Har-
bour came into view and before 
swinging nor'westerly into the har-
bour, we hoisted sails for a leisurely 
inward sail. To fill time I trolled 
without success, but had been so 
occupied with the fishing I did not 
notice until too late that coastal fog 
had moved in to cover the harbour 
completely and visibility was fast 
dropping to a few feet. 
We went back to power to speed 
the sailing and struck a course from 
the diaphone blowing on Egg Rock 
at the outskirts of the channel. It 
soon became apparent that either I 
was steering a shaky course or the 
Egg Rock diaphone was moving con-
siderably. Several times I altered 
course to the south'ard to keep the 
sound of the diaphone on our port 
and, each time swung back to north 
after a few minutes, convinced that 
the course was nor'west. 
It was indeed fortunate that I 
trusted my compass rather than my 
ears, for it transpired that the "dia-
phone" I was listening to was actually 
the ferry Bluenose blowing in the fog. 
We didn't see her go by but by the 
feel of her wash she was uncomfort-
ably close but we were grateful for 
her presence in order to follow her 
fog horn into port. We went in com-
forted by the thought that if we went 
aground at least we'd have company. 
The reception at Bar Harbour was 
overwhelming. The next morning 
when word spread that the "cruising 
Carltons" were in, we were swamped 
by visitations from town officials and 
numerous members of the press who 
photographed us, the ship and Sailor, 
the latter having become a consum-
mate ham ready to pose at the pop 
of a flashbulb. 
It was a strange feeling to be on the 
giving end of an interview and I 
knew almost instinctively what ques-
tion would be next. Lois, who at first 
had been uncomfortable about these 
sessions, had become quite a veteran 
after our hefty session with C.B .C 
radio and television in Saint John, 
chatted freely about the problems and 
pleasures of housekeeping afloat. 
After our story and pictures ap-
peared in the various papers the 
visitations to the M iclo were more fre-
quent and we often were called on 
deck by a friendly voice of someone 
who has "an aunt in Calgary, Mrs. 
Simpson. Do you know her?" 
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We had only intended a two-day 
stay in Bar Harbour, to clear customs 
and get our cruising papers, but the 
magnificent hospitality of the resi-
dents was such that we were com-
pelled to spend six delightful days in 
the beautiful summer spot. 
Harbourmaster Otis Keene went 
to infinite pains to make our stay 
most pleasant. He arranged sight-
seeing tours, sponsored us into the 
exclusive Bar Harbour Club, where 
we availed ourselves of much needed 
showers, and made arrangements for 
us to tie up at the float at the town 
wharf to save rowing to and from the 
. 
mooring. 
Dorothy and Anthony Filliettaz 
swung wide open the doors of their 
seafood establishment and treated us 
to the most delicious shore dinners 
we have ever had, including all the 
lobsters we could eat. 
Tony's sister Katherine, a Maine 
newspaperwoman, took time from 
her busy days to take us on extensive 
tours of Mount Desert Island and 
surrounding countryside which is 
breath-taking in its splendour. 
The towering mountains, rugged 
coast and glistening sand beaches of-
fer an endless, ever-changing panor-
ama of scenic beauty. 
We saw the fabulous homes of 
many multi-millionaires, past and 
present. The palatial summer dwel-
lings of Ford, Vanderbilt, Rockefeller 
and a score of movie stars. Inci-
dentally it was amusing to us that one 
newspaper sent a reporter to interview 
us but overlooked J. D. Rockefeller, 
who arrived the same day. 
Atop Mount Desert one morning, 
we became members of the "Sun-
rise Club" and received a card that 
proclaims we are among the first to 
see a day's sun shine on the United 
States. From this vantage point early 
risers get the first view of the sun 
as it peeks up at the U.S.A. 
We saw shimmering Sand Beach, 
made up of millions of pulverized 
sea shells, Anemone Cove with its 
galaxy of marine growth from the 
days of the dawn of existence, Thun-
der Hole where the sea rushes under a 
cruel rocky cliff with the roar of an 
angry god, Bubble Pond where pixy-
like bubbles unaccountably dance to 
the surface of the water, the Balan-
cing Boulder the size of a house rest-
ing precariously hundreds of feet 
above our heads and a score of more 
beautifully bewitching oddities of na-
ture. 
Joe Doyle, a jovial and hospitable 
member of the Chamber of Com-
merce, introduced us to Col. Cleaves, 
public relations officer for the famous 
Roscoe B. Jackson Memorial Lab-
oratory doing arduous work in cancer 
research. 
Col. Cleaves took us on an exten-
sive tour of the foundation and ex-
plained the work being carried out 
under the direction of Dr. Earl L. 
Green. 
Over a million mice of some sixty .. 
seven breeds are raised annually by 
the laboratory staff. Many go to 
four hundred laboratories all over the 
world and a great number are used for 
experime11tal purposes at Mount 
Desert. 
The task of the scientists here is to 
trace the cause, behaviour and pos-
sible cure for cancer in mice with the 
hope that it will furnish the key for 
the control of the dread disease in 
humans. 
While Bar Harbour is truly a vaca-
tioners' paradise thron~ed by happy, 
carefree visitors, vital and serious 
work is going on in its midst. As 
laughing pleasure seekers frolic to 
their hearts content, a highly skilled 
team of serious scientists is attempt-
ing to find the kev to unlock the door 
that holds behind it much of life's 
. . 
m1ser1es. 
THE FIRE BURNS ON 
Gratefu] we are for untravelled ways 
Prodigally furnishing ample fuel-
Driftwood white- stark black branches to split. 
Our fire is an altar- its red flame plays 
While incense of woodsmoke drifts soft and cool. 
As round these redolent flames we sit, 
Long-enduring bonds of comradeship, we 
Forge as we sip our "mug of tea". 
White, red, orange, yellow and blue 
We see in each so-many-coloured flame 
The magic of half-forgotten days:-
Near the hunting shack, a star shines through: 
Blue hills misting the brook's white frame; 
Barrens with bog-laurel seeming ablaze; 
Dogberries clustered in great red showers-
The fire burns on- pageant of precious hours. 
ANNA C. HAYWARD 
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PRODUCING FOR EXPORT THE 
CHOICEST OF AGRICULTURAL, 
DAIRY AND POULTRY 
PRODUCTS 
Department of 
Industry and Natural Resources 
Charlottetown 
Prince Edward Island 
Canada 
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THE 
''GARDEN PROVINCE'' 
SMALL 
FRUITS AND 
VEGETABLES 
FRESH AND FROZEN 
WITH THE FLAVOUR SEALED IN 
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Sorting Lobsters 
New Industry for the Island 
A Review of Recent Expansions in P .E.I. 
I NDUSTRY, AS IT is known in other parts of Canada, is practically non-existent in Prince Edward Island. 
Here only the primary industries ex-
ist to any extent, with certain off-
shoots which develop naturally. 
However, the "heavy" industries of 
agriculture and fishing have pro-
duced some flourishing secondary 
ones which have in turn been of real 
assistance to their parent bodies and 
have provided the only real expan-
sion in a province whose very size 
prohibits a great amount of growth. 
This summer the new plant of the 
P.E.I. Frosted Foods Company went 
into operation with the processing of 
Island-grown strawberries. They fol-
lowed this with peas, wax beans, 
green beans and other small fruits 
and vegetables. 
A splendid modern structure 
houses a plant with the latest type of 
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by W . W . PARTRIDGE 
freezing equipment and every facility 
for the handling of first quality prod-
ucts. Eventually these frozen foods 
will reach consumers across the con-
tinent to enhance the reputation of 
the Island for producing only the best. 
A carefully chosen site in Sher-
wood, only five miles from Charlotte-
town, it is in the heart of one of the 
best producing areas in the province. 
The produots handled are all grown 
by nearby farmers, under contract. 
For example, in July the plant pro-
cessed over 450,000 pounds of peas 
and all of them were grown within a 
radius of twelve miles of the site. 
A local newspaper, The Patriot, 
termed it "a new crop for a new 
market", as the only peas heretofore 
grown commercially were produced 
in Prince County or nearby Queens 
County sections for canning in Sum-
merside. 
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The impaot of this plant has been 
felt in employment circles as well as 
on the farms as it has kept a force of 
sixty workers steadily employed as 
the various crops ripened. They are 
temporary employees as distinct from 
the regular clerical and management 
staffs. 
Little expansion is possible in agri-
culture proper. It has been estimated 
that approximately eighty-five per 
cent of the arable land is already 
under cultivation. Only in improved 
tillage methods is any noticeable 
increase possible; but in this lies an 
inherent danger of over-production. 
This was seen last year when a 
truly enormous crop of more than 
fifteen million bushels of potatoes 
was harvested-and posed a serious 
marketing problem which eventually 
required a federal support price to 
solve. 
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.CHARLOTTETOWN 
(BIRTHPLACE OF CANADA) 
Capital City of P .E.I. 
-
Canada's Holiday Island 
Expresses warm thanks 
to all its 1958 Summer Visitors 
who contributed to making this Past Season The Greatest 
Tourist Season yet here on "The Island". 
This Year's OLD HOME WEEI( and PROVINCIAL EXHIBI-
TION in Charlottetown, now just concluded, saw all previous 
attendance records shattered. 
If you were one of our Summer Visitors this Year, we know you 
had a wonderful time, so tell your friends to join you when 
you return in 1959. 
If you missed The Island in your vacation plans in '58, plan 
now to visit us in '59. 
E. C. JOHNSTONE, 
Mayor 
TYNE VALLEY 
BRAND 
CHEESE 
(Canadian Cheddar) 
Made and cured under the most 
modern and sanitary conditions 
Ask for 
''TYNE VALLEY CHEESE'' 
PURE WHOLESOME DELICIOUS 
AMALGAMATED DAIRIES 
LIMITED 
SUMMERSIDE, PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
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Bedroom of Suite 
At Caroma Lodge, close to Victoria 
Park, you will enjoy homelike sur-
roundings with modern appointments 
in a vacationland where there is 
plenty to see and do within a few 
blocks. 
At Caroma Lodge, shaded by lovely 
old trees, you will find daytime rest 
and slun1ber comfort. There are 
nine bedrooms (three with fire-
place), four bath rooms and one 
de luxe suite (sitting room, bedroom, 
bath room). 
Make reservations early, write to-
CAROMA LODGE 
(Tel. 3348) 
I GRAFTON STREET 
CHARLOTTETOWN, P.E.I. 
''A Charming Place to Stay" 
M. F. SCHURMAN 
COMPANY LIMITED 
Builders' Supplies 
Millwork 
Lumber 
- HEAD OFFICE -
SUMMERSIDE 
PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
BRANCHES AT 
KENSINGTON, P.E.I. 
CHARLOTTETOWN, P.E.I. 
FREDERICTON, N.B. 
Re~-Mh eOHCl/,ete Plant 
at e1t.aJJJot~ 
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Youngsters enjoying a holiday on the sandy beaches of P.E.l. 
In other agricultural fields, the 
canning factories are playing an in-
creasingly important part with more 
and more poultry finding its way to 
market in tins. The efforts made to 
produce only a top quality product 
have resulted in greatly improved 
flocks on the poultry ranches. 
The raising of turkeys on wire-
bottomed runs has long been carried 
out here and within the past years 
several specialized poultry growers 
have bui1t model hen houses with 
ultra-modern feeding methods to en-
sure practically a superior type of 
meat. 
Their efforts have also succeeded 
in enabling the plants to create new 
markets, and Island chicken is thus 
beginning to reach consumers all 
over Canada. A better quality is also 
noticeable in the eggs marketed. 
Last year a shortage of hay all 
over Eastern Canada forced many 
cattle breeders here to feed a com-
bination of straw and turnips-the 
ancient stand-by in poor crop years. 
But in 1958, the picture has changed 
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completely with all farmers harvest-
ing a hay crop far above average. 
Much of the credit for this goes to 
weather in one of the best summers 
the Island has known for several 
years. 
The crop will affect the economy 
of the farms in enabling operators to 
save on feed bills themselves while 
permitting the sale of large shipments 
of hay for export. 
Long rated as second only to agri-
culture, the fishing industry has taKen 
on a new look and an even greater 
importance in recent years. The 
change has not been made suddenly, 
nor has it been particularly noticeable 
even from year to year. But it is 
striking when compared with condi-
tions of even ten years ago. 
Largely responsible is the advent 
of the draggers and the establishment 
of modern processing plants. Up to 
now both of these developments have 
been confined largely to the eastern 
part of the province with the centre 
of activity being Souris. But other 
North Shore fishing areas are enter-
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ing the field with action all the way 
from Tignish to St. Peter's Bay. 
The two main plants in Souris, one 
locally owned and the other operated 
by Boston interests, have handled 
large quantities of all varieties of 
catche~ for many years. But the drag-
gers have stepped up the catches and 
compelled expansion of the plants to 
handle the increased landings. 
Along with the ordinary processing 
of fish has come a vast change in the 
industry created by the marketing of 
fillets and by-products, mostly for 
animal feed. Today the modem plant 
discards little of what the nets pro-
duce. 
Draggers from eastern United 
States fleets have long known the 
waters of the Gulf of St. Lawrence, 
but it is only in the past ten years that 
local draggers have made their ap-
pearance. In this connection some 
credit goes to the Provincial Govern-
ment for the help that its departments 
have given and the provision of funds 
for the building of locally owned 
draggers. 
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THE TOWN OF SUMMERSIDE 
in beautiful 
PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
WELCOMES YOU 
Restful - Healthful - Leisurely 
• Good Motels, Hotels and Overnite Cabins 
• Ideal Beaches for Good Bathing 
• Golf, Tennis and Sport Fishing 
• The Home of the MALPEQUE Oyster 
• Fresh Lobster in Season. 
One-half mile trotting track for day and night races 
Second Largest R.C.A.F. Station in Eastern Canada 
Terminal of Maritime Central Airways and connecting with 
points on the Mainland. 
Your most pleasant memories 
of P. E. I. will be your 
shopping visit to ... 
HOLMAN'S 
• 101 Years of servicing the public 
• The Island's largest Department Stores 
SUMMERS IDE CHARLOTTETOWN 
PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
• 
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With new and larger draggers due 
· to make an appearance and able to 
stay at sea longer with better refrig-
eration, it is difficult to forecast for 
the industry. It is believed that if 
similar additions to the fleet are 
made in coming years the impact on 
the industry may be tremendous, with 
more new plants, improved methods 
and modern dryers all following in 
logical sequence. 
Though fishing has been regarded 
as the second most important indus-
try behind agriculture, it is none the 
less only a poor third to the flourish-
ing and fast-growing tourist business. 
Figures show a steady increase 
from year to year in the value of 
tourism to this province but they can 
not begin to tell the whole story. The 
tourist business is rapidly approaching 
the $10 million a year figure, has al-
ready crowded fishing out of second 
place in the economy here, and is 
threatening to take over the leadership 
from agriculture. 
Once again government has played 
an important part in developing a 
new source of revenue with its re-
volving fund to encourage building 
accommodations. As a result, sev-
eral first-rate motels have been added 
to the business community of the 
Island and these have been supple-
mented b.Y a large number of tourist 
homes, trailer camps and cabin units. 
An all-out effort to attract people 
to the Island has been made, with 
the National Park as a focal medium. 
The North Shore area annually draws 
thousands of visitors with Green 
Gables one of the most outstanding 
tourist attractions in Canada. 
The home of the famous "Anne of 
Green Gables" is almost a shrine in 
the minds of countless girls and 
women who have read the tales of 
Lucy Maud Montgomery. Thous-
ands annually make the pilgrimage 
to Cavendish to visit the scenes of 
the famous stories - and perhaps to 
recall childhood dreams. 
Just how much of the tourist in-
come is new money would be difficult 
to estimate. While there are large 
numbers of visitors from other Can-
adian provinces, the two big tourist 
months of July and August bring an 
influx of United States tourists 
whose numbers are legion. 
Perhaps the tourist industry is best 
reflected in the increase in passengers 
coming to this island province. The 
two car ferry services operating be-
tween Cape Tormentine, N.B. and 
Borden, P.E.I., on the one end and 
Cariboo, N.S., and Wood Islands on 
the other are working at capacity 
during the height of the season, with 
four ferries in almost continuous op-
eration . 
SEPTEMBER, 1958 
ATLANTICDOTE 
THE PRINCE OF WALES'S ELM 
DURING HIS SCENIC TRIP in 1860 up 
the St. John River (described in the 
August number of The Atlantic Advo-
cate), H.R.H. Albert Edward, Prince 
of Wales, especially admired the tall 
and beautiful elm trees. When the 
Forest Queen came abreast of Hard-
ing's Point (opposite Westfield), the 
Prince spied one elm tree on the point 
which seemed to him to surpass all 
others in its royal proportions and 
exceptional symmetry. 
So pronounced was his admiration 
for this particular tree, and so strongly 
expressed, that those on board the ship 
were very much impressed, and so it 
came about that this particular tree at 
Harding's Point has been called "The 
Prince's Elm" ever since. It still stands 
today, tall and stately, and undoubt-
edly several hundred years old. 
The tree stands apart from the near-
by woods, on the edge of the beach, 
to the right of the ferry landing at 
Harding's Point. The open space 
around it has, no doubt, given it op-
portunity to grow to magnificent pro-
portions. 
Three or four years ago a Saint 
John father took his small family to 
Harding's Point for a swim and a 
picnic supper. It chanced that they put 
down their things in the shade of a 
huge elm tree, and almost at once the 
father realized that this must be the 
renowned Prince's Elm, about which 
he had read in several boo ks. 
Seeing a local resident near by, the 
father of the family approached him, 
and asked if there was anything 
significant about this particular tree. 
"Oh yes," replied the native, "that 
is the Prince's Elm. It was planted by 
the Prince of Wales." Then, after a 
pause, as if to make sure that the 
inquirer would have the tree properly 
identified in its own niche in history, 
he added another pertinent bit of 
historical detail: "Of course, that was 
before he abdicated, you know." 
GERALD KEITH 
We pay $10 for Atlanticdotes, 
limited to 375 words. 
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NORTH SYDNEY MARINE RAILWAY 
CO. LTD. 
'Drydocking and l_./11arine 1\!_pairs 
NORTH SYDNEY 
JENKINS 
SUMMERSIDE 
-
NOVA SCOTIA 
JENKINS 
BONELESS CHICKEN 
A Quality Product of the Atlantic Provinces 
BROS. LIMITED 
PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND 
KEITH MACKINNON TRANSPORT 
Highway Freight Service 
Serving Prince Edward Island and the Maritimes 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. - MONCTON, N.B. - HALIFAX, N.S. 
CHARLOTTETOWN, P.E.I. 
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THE CANADA CONVERSION LOAN 
On Monday, July 14 it was pub-
licly announced by the Minister of 
Finance, Mr. Fleming, that the Gov-
ernment of Canada was to undertake 
a gigantic bond refunding operation. 
Holders of the outstanding Victory 
Loan Bonds (those bonds sold by 
the Government to help finance 
Canadian participation in the Second 
World War) were to be given the 
opportunity of exchanging their three 
per cent securities for new ones hav-
ing interest rates varying from three 
to four and a half per cent. 
This plan, which had been pre-
pared in secret by Bank of Canada 
and Government Department of Fin-
ance authorities over the preceding 
few weeks, was immense in scope and 
bold in design. The operation, in-
volving approximately $6.4 billion in 
securities and many thousands of in-
dividual and institutional bond 
holders, was formulated to accom-
plish in one step the refunding of the 
war debt, and to attempt to extend 
the average term (or time to ma-
turity) of the Government liabilities. 
The exchange offer, which expires 
September 15, is briefly this: the 
owner of any Victory Loan Bond 
(fifth, sixth, seventh, eighth or ninth 
issue) may exchange that bond for 
one of a new series. The maturity 
or due date of the new bond will be 
a few months to several years later 
than that of the security turned in, 
and the interest rate paid by the Gov-
ernment will be higher depending on 
the maturity chosen. In addition, the 
Victory Loan holder will be paid a 
cash premium for exchanging his 
bond. (Depending on the issue in-
volved part or all of this premium is 
accrued interest, and as such is tax-
able in the hands of the individual) . 
Why is the Government making 
this exchange offer and should the 
individual make the change? These 
are important questions for the nearly 
two million holders across Canada, 
and to answer these we must ex-
amine the nature of the new and old 
bonds and attempt to predict the 
future course of interest rates. As 
well, consideration must be given to 
the all-important factor of inflation, 
the decreasing purchasing power of 
the dollar. 
A part of the financing of the 
Second World War involved the crea-
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tion and sale of nine separate bond 
issues. These were designated as 
Victory Loans and the total amount 
raised throug4 their sale was some-
what over twelve billion dollars. The 
investment industry across Canada 
was mustered into one huge sales 
force, and managed, with the help of 
the patriotic impulse, to place bonds 
with many individuals who had, prior 
to that time, never owned securities. 
This, along with the fact that many 
of the salesmen involved were volun-
teers who knew little of stocks and 
bonds, caused misunderstandings, 
many of which persist today. Perhaps 
the chief of these was the thought 
that the three per cent bonds could 
at any time be converted into cash 
at full face value. This, of course, 
was not true. Victory Loan Bonds 
were and are readily marketable but 
not at any one fixed price. As an 
example, in the thirteen years since 
the ninth Victory Loan was sold the 
bonds have ranged between a high of 
103 per cent and a low of 85 per 
cent. Thus if a holder had disposed 
of his $1,000 bond in 1947 he would 
have received $1,030 for it and if 
he had sold it in 1957 he would have 
received $850 for it. The variation 
in price has been due to changing 
interest rate levels. In 194 7 an easy 
money policy prevailed, interest rates 
were low, and a three per cent bond 
commanded a premium price. In 
19 5 7 a tight money policy existed, 
interest rates were high, and so a 
three per cent bond, in order to be 
sold, had to be offered at a substan-
tial discount. 
The new bonds will be the same 
type as the Victory Loan securities 
in that they will be readily market-
able but not necessarily at the full 
face-value. The long-term issue 
(four and a half per cent due 19 8 3 ) 
with its high interest rate should sell 
close to the face value most of the 
time, and in periods of low interest 
rates will, of course, command a 
. premium. 
Any attempt to forecast interest 
rates is necessarily a perilous venture. 
Market analysts agree that inflation 
has been and is the most serious over-
all problem facing the North Ameri-
can economy. It is interesting to 
note that several of the Government 
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officials in announcing and explaining 
the Conversion Loan took pains to 
make clear that the Canadian dollar 
is to be protected in value. Just how 
it is to be protected was not quite 
as clear. It is the Government's hope 
that much of the converting will be 
into the 19 8 3 issue and results to 
date seem to show that its hopes are 
being fulfilled. The Canadian people, 
by accepting the long-term issue, are 
indicating that they are not particu-
larly concerned about inflation or else 
that they are intending to dispose of 
their bonds if and when they can ob-
tain a premium for them. Buying 
long-term fixed income securities is 
not the action taken by an inflation-
conscious public. 
Government of Canada interest 
rates over the next five years, in our 
opinion, will fluctuate between four 
and five per cent, unless an extreme 
recession or depression were to occur. 
The price of the 1983 maturity dur-
ing that period therefore should not 
stray too far from par. It should be 
possible within that period to dispose 
of the long-term bonds at a price in 
excess of their face value. 
A holder of Victory Loan Bonds, 
before September 15, must decide 
whether to sell for cash or to convert 
to the new issues. The Victory Loan 
bonds should not be held, except in 
rare instances, but rather one of the 
above options should be exercised. 
With the higher interest currently 
available it is a fair assumption that 
any Victory Loan Bonds not con-
verted prior to September 15 will de-
cline in value after that date. Holders 
not wishing to convert should there-
fore sell their bonds for cash and re-
invest in common and preferred 
stocks or other bonds and debentures. 
Because of the banking, trust, and 
investment facilities available, the 
Government of Canada Conversion 
Loan of 19 5 8 will be a success, and 
the average term of the national debt 
will be extended. It is only to be 
hoped, however, that the authorities 
responsible for this extension will 
continue their efforts to preserve a 
sound Canadian dollar so as to 
minimize the loss of income through 
inflation to those people depending 
on returns from fixed interest se-
curities. 
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TIME RECORDERS 
by 
MAAG & CO. LTD. 
MONTREAL WE 7 -2307 
Maritime Sales and Service by 
BALDWIN-BECKWITH LTD. 
Halifax, N .S. 5-543.2 
R. R. HARRIS LTD. 
Moncton, N.B. EV 4-4337 
MARSHALL-SCHOFIELD LTD. 
Saint John, N.B. OX 3-1169 
NESBITT, THOMSON 
AND COMPANY, LIMITED 
Underwriters 
and Distributors of 
GOVERNMENT and 
CORPORATION SECURITIES 
105 Prince William St. 
Saint John, N.B. Phone 3-2513 
• 
123 York St., Fredericton 
Ogden Building, Moncton 
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EXPERIENCE 
SERVICE 
RESPONSIBILITY 
An efficient and friendly Trust Company 
gives just that, and our clients tell us we are 
both friendly and efficient. 
If you are thinking of your Will and are in 
any doubt about its provisions, why not talk 
it over with us? We feel we can help you and 
it costs you nothing to find out. 
THE 
CENTRAL TRUST COMPANY OF CANADA 
Head Office: MONCTON, N.B. 
Branches: 
Saint John, Fredericton, Woodstock, N.B. Amherst, N.S. 
G. E. LESLIE & CO. 
Business Established 1900 
Members 
MONTREAL STOCK EXCHANGE 
CANADIAN STOCK EXCHANGE 
THE INVESTMENT DEALERS' ASSOCIATION OF CANADA 
Private wire system to Montreal, Toronto and New York 
HALIFAX & SYDNEY, N.S. MONCTON & SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
Head Office 
THE ROYAL BANK BUILDING, MONTREAL 
ASSOCIATED DESIGNERS 
AND 
INSPECTORS 
CONSULTING ENGINEERING 
AND 
ARCHITECTURAL SERVICES 
FREDERICTON, N.B. 
P.O. BOX 44 PHONE GRanite 5·6691 
75 
CANADIAN-BRITISH 
ENGINEERING 
CONSULTANTS 
Water Supply and Treatment 
Sewerage and Sewage Disposal 
Highways 
RIVERS & HARBOUR WORKS 
HYDRO & THERMAL POWER PROJECTS 
HALIFAX, 513 Barrington St. 
OTTAWA, 46 Elgin St. 
TORONTO, 1662 Avenue Road 
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THE 
JUSTICE 
OF THE 
RED 
D ID I EVER work three-card Monte? Yeah, sure. Best season I ever had was the time I went 
down east on old Pop Barrett's Show. 
Those days three-card Monte still went 
in a lot of places. "Tossin' the broads" 
we used to call it. Times were good and 
there wasn't any trouble in most of the 
towns, if you worked quiet, that is. 
We made Springvale on one of those 
early summer days that seem to be 
made for circus gees, just once in a 
while. As I was getting down from the 
single men's car that morning the Old 
Man nailed me. 
"Walt," he said, "I want you to 
marshal the parade this morning." 
It wasn't any part of my job but I 
didn't mind. "OK," I said, "I'll take 
•t" 1 . 
I had grown up an Indiana farm boy 
and I was used to horses. Those days 
I sat tall in a saddle and in a morning 
coat, a flowing tie and a slouch hat I 
cut a figure, if I do say so myself. 
There was nothing to it that morn-
ing. The wagons moved from the train 
up to the lot in jig time. Everybody 
knew their jobs and I had the parade 
downtown by eleven o'clock. I felt 
good up front on the Old Man's 
favourite roan, too. 
The town looked about the same 
then as it does now-Main Street, the 
town hall and the big square. We were 
just getting back into the quieter streets 
when a little old guy came into the road 
and hailed me. I can see him yet. His 
clothes were a fusty, dusty black yet 
UEEN 
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he had an air half way between jaunti-
ness and dignity. When I reached him 
he handed me up a note: 
"Please have the band play for 
Georgie Banks, the boy in the wheel-
chair," it read. "He may not be here 
to see the parade next year." 
It was the kind of thing you get 
every once in a while, so I cantered 
back beside the big No. 1 Band 
Tableau and handed the note up to 
Windy Gates, the leader. Windy was 
good that way and at just the right 
minute the band broke into Royal 
Decree with everything they had. 
The kid in the wheelchair had the 
drawn white face of an invalid. Mostly, 
though, it was just eyes-big black 
eyes that took in every detail of carving 
on the big tableau wagons, every 
epaulet and brass button on bandsman 
and driver, every beast in the open dens 
and every pennon on top. Our people 
felt it, too, and the parade became 
almost a personal march-past for a kid 
who'd never walk again. The clown 
band took it up and gave him Lasses 
Trombone. The wild west crowd gave 
him a couple of their best "Yip-pees" 
and spun a rope. There were even some 
trumpetings from the bull line; and 
when I heard the steam calliope break 
into Beautiful Spring, I knew old Doc 
Oyler was giving the kid a grand 
finale. 
From far down the street I cast one 
backward glance. The wheelchair was 
still there, the old man standing stiff 
and straight beside it. Now he raised 
one hand in a hail-and-farewell that 
told me a bookful. 
These things don't touch you much 
when you're young. Back on the lot 
that afternoon I was tossing the broads 
in the sideshow the same as usual: 
"Three queens, gentlemen, three 
queens. Two reds and a black. Who 
can find the black queen? Black queen 
pays money. Do I have ten? Do I have 
twenty? Find the black queen." 
Lately we had just been taking the 
marks as they came. Small tabs- ten, 
twenty, sometimes a little more. But 
that afternoon the Old Man came by 
and said: 
"Why don't you play for the big 
mark today? Things are easy here and 
I don't see no trouble as long as you 
work quiet." 
"Maybe we would if he showed up," 
I said. 
"Maybe he'll show," the Old Man 
said. 
"Then maybe we'll play for him," I 
granted. 
I kept on playing for the small stuff 
then, but later I saw the Old Man 
coming back. "Ake-ma a-way for the 
ig-ba ark-ma," he said to nobody in 
particular. 
I let the hog Latin pass and kept up 
a running patter of my own; but I 
did notice that the Old Man had a 
heavy-set guy in tow. Casually I moved 
the board a couple of feet and the 
outside sticks began to elbow a place 
for the newcomer. 
Orville Mccurdy was the kind of a 
guy that expected to win-just because 
he was Orville McCurdy. So we let 
him win. Ten. Twenty. Forty. Then we 
played back and forth with him a little 
bit, just to keep him interested. You 
know: If you lose double your bet. 
The old pitch. 
Then we worked the switch on him. 
I dropped a saw-buck on the ground 
and casually bent over to pick it up, 
leaving the cards on the board. In that 
minute one of the sticks turned back 
the corner of a card and showed the 
black queen. Then I straightened up 
and opened the play again. This time 
all the marks were on the black queen, 
McCurdy the biggest of all. Only when 
I turned it up the black queen wasn't 
black any more. It was red. 
McCurdy had gone for about four 
hundred and fifty and that just about 
cleaned him out. That's the way we'd 
figured him. So now we were ready to 
put him on the send. It was still early 
and he'd have time to make the Corn 
Growers' National before it closed. 
Yeah, as a special consideration we'd 
keep the game open for him until he 
got back, I told him. 
So McCurdy went and we kept up a 
small game. And that's where I figured 
McCurdy wrong. 
Slats O'Day out on the ticket box 
saw them first and I heard him shout, 
"The Fuzz." 
I stashed the little X-f rame we 
worked on, but not quick enough. Two 
cops came through the entrance with 
four or five tin-star marshals behind 
them. "That's the one there by the 
pole," somebody said, and pointed 
at me. 
"Hold your hats, boys, here we go 
again," I chuckled. 
I wasn't worried. This was just 
another part of the routine. We'd go 
through the Magistrate's Court, the 
fixer would spring me and I'd be back 
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on the show in time to work the night 
crowd. 
Only when we got into court I knew 
something was wrong. McCurdy was 
there all right. He'd be the star witness. 
And the cops were there. But our fixer 
wasn't there. He wasn't even on the 
show today. He'd figured this for a 
quiet town and gone on ahead. 
It was the way the cops buttered up 
to McCurdy that really worried me. 
The way it looked, the Magistrate 
wasn't likely to be the law in Spring-
vale. No. Orville Mccurdy was prob-
ably the law-in a way that insurance, 
farm machinery and mortgage money 
can be the law in a lot of those farm 
towns. Here was the local Big Wheel, 
only instead of greasing him I'd taken 
him. 
Or so I thought until the Magistrate 
entered. I looked up to see the old guy 
who'd handed me the note about the 
cripple kid that morning. Once he took 
the bench and rapped the gavel I knew 
the old gent was the law in his own 
court room. He read a charge I don't 
remember, then asked: 
"Young man, do you plead guilty 
or not guilty to the charge as read?" 
Well, I thought, I might as well make 
them prove it, so I pleaded: 
"Not guilty, your honour." 
Then he called Mccurdy and asked: 
"Did you play the three-card Monte 
game run by the accused ?" 
"Yes, your honour, I did." 
"Did you win?" 
"At first." 
"Then later you lost?" 
"Yes, your honour." 
"How much?" 
"About four-fifty." 
"And did you lose this all at one 
toss or over some time?" 
"Most of it on one toss." 
"Was there anything about that 
particular toss that took your notice?" 
"Yes, your honour, there was." 
"Tell us about it." 
"Well, your honour," Mccurdy 
began, "we all bet on a card we knew 
was the black queen. Only when we 
called it, it wasn't the black queen. It 
was red.'' 
"You say you knew the card was 
the black queen. How did you know 
that?" 
"Because somebody turned the 
corner of it when this man wasn't 
looking, your honour." 
"And it was the black queen?" 
"Yes, your honour. It was then." 
"And afterward what happened?" 
"After we'd bet this man turned the 
card up and it was a red queen." 
"Mr. Mccurdy, do you consider 
your own action was honest in betting 
on a card you admit you had seen?" 
"I already suspected the game was 
crooked and I wanted to prove it." 
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"And do you consider you did prove 
it?" 
"Yes, your honour. I do." 
"Does the defence wish to cross-
examine the witness?" his honour 
asked, looking down at me. 
"No questions, your honour," I said. 
"Young fellow, you got those cards 
with you now?" his honour asked. 
"Yes, sir. I have," I said. 
"Then if you'll lend them to me, I'd 
like to borrow them." 
So I handed them up. 
"Now then, Mr. Mccurdy," his 
honour resumed," will you come right 
up here to the bench. I'm going to toss 
these cards myself and then you see if 
you can find the black queen." 
The old man riffled the deck and 
extracted three ladies. Then he made 
a few creditable passes and asked 
McCurdy to pick the black queen. 
McCurdy hesitated. Then pointing 
a thick finger he said, "This one." 
"Thank you, Mr. Mccurdy," his 
honour said. "Since you're the com-
plainant, do you wish to call any other 
witnesses ?'' 
"No your honour I don't" Mc-
' ' ' Curdy said. "I reckon my word's as 
good as anybody's in this town." 
Turning to me his honour said: 
"Young man, do you wish to call 
witnesses in your own defence?" 
"No, your honour," I answered. 
"Or take the stand yourself?" 
"No, your honour." 
"Very well," his honour said. "Case 
dismissed. Young man, you're free to 
go." 
For a minute the court was so quiet 
you could have heard my jaw drop. 
Then there was a hubbub of voices 
and shuffling feet. McCurdy's neck 
swelled up like a bullfrog and I thought 
he was going to croak. But the old man 
didn't even look at him. 
I just stood there, a clumsy tangle of 
arms and legs. Right then I was just a 
big farm boy who didn't know what 
. 
was going on. 
"Don't for get your cards, son," the 
old man said from the bench. 
In a daze I walked up to the table 
where he'd had the deck and put out a 
hand to gather it up. But I just stood 
there gaping. 
"Good God," I muttered, "he tos-
sed them face up. And instead of using 
two red queens and a black, he had 
used two blacks and a red." 
As I met the old man's eye I must 
have had a question mark for a 
face. 
"Heh, heh," he cackled. "Young 
man, sometimes the law can gamble 
and get away with it. When he picked 
a red queen for the black one his 
evidence was no good. He could just 
tell one card was different from the 
other two and counted on it being the 
black. I suspected it ever since the time 
he ran through the light and crippled 
the Banks kid. Only I never was sure 
till now. The big ox is colour blind." 
"Glad you reminded me about the 
cards, your honour," I said, finding my 
voice again. "You seem to like long 
odds yourself, so I'm going to leave 
another deck with you, just for circus 
day." 
I swept up my deck then and dropped 
another packet in its place. 
"A good surgeon might still do a lot 
for the kid," I said, trying to sound 
casual. 
"Thanks, son; nice I didn't have to 
ask you," the old man replied, slipping 
the packet into an inside pocket. It was 
McCurdy's four-fifty. 
AUTUMN COQUETTE 
September breeze, you love to tease-
A twinkle in your eye I see 
As saucily you toss my hair, 
Then rush along in boisterous glee. 
September breeze, you taunt the trees 
And bend their graceful branches low, 
Then spank the washing on my line 
As on capricious way you go. 
September breeze, we beg you, please, 
Tho' full of whimsy, cunning, guile, 
Do linger with us longer yet 
For we adore September's smile. 
v. G. MACDONALD 
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DESMOND PACEY 
the lost girl 
IT WAS A BRIGHT, hot Sunday in early August, and the crowds had come to this beach from all over the island. 
Three big buses had brought a con-
tingent of sea-cadets and their band, 
sleek new cars had swished in from 
cities and towns, and old battered 
trucks had rattled in from remote vil-
lages and farms. Their occupants had 
poured out to join the tourists who 
were spending a week or a month in the 
tents, trailers, cabins, and hotels which 
clustered around the beach. 
There were people everywhere. Even 
the paths along the top of the red sand-
stone cliffs, almost deserted on week 
days, were crowded with picnickers, 
camera fans, and romping children. 
But the crowd was thickest in two 
places-on the fiat, open, grassy area 
which lay behind the sand-dunes,and 
on the beach itself, which stretched 
for several miles between the dunes and 
the sea. 
Behind the dunes were the buildings 
and other facilities provided by the 
National Parks Service. Here was the 
canteen, its platform jammed with 
sailors and shop girls who bought hot 
dogs and pop with such speed that the 
children who swarmed between their 
legs hoping to buy gum or chocolate 
bars were almost ignored. Here, too, 
was the recreation hall: on week-
nights it was the scene of National Film 
Board movies or square dances called 
to the twang of an old piano, but this 
afternoon its chairs were occupied by 
elderly farm-women who were bent on 
having somewhere the good lazy gossip 
they would have preferred to have on 
their own shady verandahs. 
On a patch of lightly grassed sand 
near the trailer park were the sea-cadet 
band and their jostling listeners. Clad 
in their billowing navy-blue trousers 
and tight matching jumpers, white 
sailor-hats perched flatly on their 
heads, the cadets puffed and huffed at 
their brass instruments with such en-
ergy that it seemed their cheeks must 
burst or their eyes pop out of their 
sockets. 
Near by were the changing houses, 
around which teenagers of both sexes 
in brief swimsuits chased each other in 
amorous play. On the horse-shoe 
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pitches, elderly farmers in shirt-sleeves 
and galluses took careful aim and 
threw their clanging irons, while on the 
soft-ball diamond young shoe-clerks 
and insurance salesmen showed their 
circle of watching wives that they could 
still throw a mean curve or belt a long 
ball. At the very foot of the dunes was 
the children's playground, dotted with 
swings and slides and teeter-totters 
over which hordes of children squirmed 
and swarmed like ants. 
On the beach on the other side of the 
dunes the crowds were even thicker. 
As far as the eye could see, and the 
beach extended for a good five miles, 
there were people and more people. 
The more elderly sat stiffly in the blue 
serge suits or pastel cotton dresses they 
had worn to church that morning; the 
young adults lay stretched on the sand 
in their swimsuits and soaked up the 
sunshine; the youths and children 
danced in and out of the water scatter-
ing spray in all directions, or dug 
furiously in the sand as they con-
structed moats, castles, and under-
ground tunnels. 
So thickly were the people clustered 
that it was almost impossible to single 
out individuals-but there was one 
who caught the eye. An old man of 
about seventy, he was set apart from 
the crowd by his badly misshapen back. 
An old farmer by the look of him, he 
wore a shabby blue suit with faint red 
stripes and a faded yellow straw hat. 
He had pulled the hat down over his 
forehead to shade his eyes from the 
sun, and he sat facing the sea with his 
hands stretched out behind him on the 
sand. In a group with him were half a 
dozen men and women slightly younger 
than himself. From time to time mem-
bers of the group exchanged comments 
on the weather, the crowds, indi-
viduals, or the children. 
"Best Sunday of the summer." 
"You can say that again." 
"Couldn't be better." 
"Never seen so many here." 
"No, but just wait till they build that 
causeway." 
"Won't seem like the Island then." 
"See that woman! Does she think 
that outfit is decent?" 
"Well, if you've got it you may as 
well show it!" 
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"Now, George! Watch what you're 
saying!" 
"Look at those kids! Having the 
time of their lives, aren't they?" 
"Wish I had half their energy!" 
"Isn't that little girl the cutest 
thing?" 
But the old man said very little. He 
was watching the children. 
There were four children playing in 
the water directly in front of him, and 
them he watched almost constantly. 
There were two boys of about twelve 
and ten, and two girls of about eight 
and six. They seemed to be brothers 
and sisters, and they all had black hair 
and pale faces, thin bony arms and 
legs, and wore faded bathing suits that 
had obviously been handed down 
through the seasons. 
Those whom the old man took to be 
the parents of the children sat together 
a little way down the beach. The 
mother, looking even more unhealthy 
than the children, had a thin, pinched 
pale face, a perpetually worried and 
fretful expression, and clutched a tiny, 
restless inf ant to her light blue cotton 
dress. The father was tall, thin and 
ungainly, and he stared out to sea with 
an expression of bored irritation. 
But there was nothing bored about 
the children. They raced into the water, 
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swam a few awkward but thrilling 
strokes with breath tightly held, 
splashed each other, ran ahead of the 
incoming surf up the beach, then 
turned back and jumped into the sea. 
When they grew tired of running and 
splashing, they sat in the sand and 
scooped together houses and castles 
with their hands. Occasionally they had 
a brief quarrel among themselves. 
When this happened, their mother 
called angrily to them to stop, and 
their father glared at them; but they 
seemed to pay little attention and soon 
made up the quarrel among them-
selves. 
The old man watched their every 
move. The youngest girl, the little 
creature of six, seemed especially to 
fascinate him. She was the most 
delicate looking of the four: so thin 
was she that it seemed her skin was 
simply stretched over her bones. And 
yet she was tremendously alive: her 
dark brown eyes glittered with joy, and 
her legs and arms were always in 
motion. 
Once she ran right up to the old man. 
Reaching into his pocket, he drew out 
a stick of gum and shyly held it out to 
her. For a moment she hesitated, 
looked swiftly over towards her 
mother, and then seized the gum in her 
fingers and ran back to the water's 
edge . 
The afternoon gradually ran down 
like a clock that no one had rewound. 
The sun was still shining, but it had 
lost its power, and the sea air had now 
a faint warning chill. The paths along 
the top of the cliffs were littered with 
the leavings of departed picnickers; 
only here and there were a few strollers 
trying to get one last snapshot before 
the light failed. There were a good 
many gaps in the parking lot, and the 
air was filled with the whirr of starters 
and the loud purr of freshly choked 
motors. Hot dogs and hamburgers 
were still being sold at the canteen, but 
the appetites of the buyers were less 
keen and the few children had no dif-
ficulty in pressing their sticky nickels 
into the hands of the tired salesmen. 
A few hangers-on still exchanged 
gossip in the recreation hall, but there 
were long bored silences and frequent 
glances at the clock which hung on the 
wall beside the stage. A faint mutter of 
voices came from the changing houses, 
but the teen-agers were no longer 
chasing and admiring each other. 
The band had stopped playing an hour 
ago; the instruments had been stowed 
away in their cases and packed into 
the luggage compartment of the bus, 
and now the blown-out bandsmen were 
piling into the seats ready for the long, 
noisy ride home. The soft-ball diamond 
was deserted, and the horse-shoe 
pitchers had gone home. 
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At the children's playground a few 
impatient parents gave Johnny or Susie 
their last turn. 
"Now look here, Johnny, it's past 
time we'd gone home!" 
"Haven't you had enough slides for 
one day?" 
"All right, then. One more swing. 
And this is the last, remember." 
"Oh come on, for goodness sake!" 
"Susie, get off that slide!" 
On the beach there were still a few 
late picnickers, watching the sun set 
slowly at the far edge of the sea and 
touch all the waves with gold. The 
four children and their parents had 
disappeared over the dunes half an 
hour ago, but the old man and his 
companions still lingered. 
The old man sighed, stood up, and 
brushed the sand from his trousers. 
"Well," he said, "the children have 
gone, the sun's going, and I guess we 
may as well go home." 
His companions stood up too, 
gathered up their lunch-basket and 
other belongings, shook the sand out 
of their blanket, and walked slowly 
with the old man through the sand. 
Up the green-slatted board-walk 
they climbed, the old man with the 
crooked back in the lead. At the crest 
of the dune he stopped, turned, and 
looked out to sea. 
As he turned back towards the land 
he suddenly became aware of some-
thing wrong. It was nothing definite at 
first, just a faint stir of anxiety, a quick 
sense of disquiet. He looked down 
towards the children's playground and 
saw that a small crowd was gathering 
at the end of the board-walk. He 
hobbled down the slats toward them, 
struck by their anxious faces. 
Then he heard a wail, a sob, a long 
drawn-out cry of anguish. It pierced 
him like a blade. He could not see her 
yet, but instinctively he knew from 
whom the wail came. 
"Good God!" he said. "It's the little 
girl!" 
Now he saw her, the six-year-old, 
hysterical, running in short futile circles 
this way and that. She stamped her 
foot, made a pathetic leap into the air, 
pulled desperately at her hair. Never 
had he seen such misery, such terror. 
The girl had become all the fear and 
desolation of the world jammed into 
one small exploding packet of flesh. 
Her helpless anguish gripped and 
twisted his heart. 
"Mummy, oh mummy! Mu-u-u-u 
-ummy!" The child wailed, sobbed, 
stamped her foot, ran a few steps away 
from the crowd, returned, shook her 
hand forlornly at the darkening sky. 
Her anguish was reflected in every 
face around her. They stared at her 
helplessly, they looked at one another, 
they stared back at her. Most of them 
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stood as if paralyzed. One or two of the 
women tried to touch her, but she 
would not let them come near her. 
A middle-aged matron with straight 
grey hair stepped towards the girl and 
asked her a series of questions-"What 
does your mother look like? Where 
did she leave you? Where did you see 
her last? Where do you live? What 
colour dress is your mother wearing?" 
-but the girl was too terrified to 
answer. She ran more and more 
frantically back and forth, twisting and 
plunging like a rabbit trapped in the 
last thin stand of grain. 
More and more people were col-
lecting-everybody who was left near 
the beach seemed to have heard the 
girl's screams now and to have been 
drawn here by a wrenching pity. But 
nobody knew what to do. 
"We should take her to the recre-
ation hall. That's where her mother 
would look for her." 
"Fancy leaving a little tot like that 
alone!" 
"Where do you suppose her mother 
is?" 
"My God, I can't take it! That 
screaming ! '' 
"Can't anyone do anything for her?" 
"We'd be glad to take her home 
with us." 
"I'd drive her anywhere, if she'd 
only say where her home is." 
"We can't leave her here." 
"If only we could stop her crying." 
The old man felt the general pity, 
the general helplessness. What could 
he do? Would she let him help her, 
touch her, ask her, when she wouldn't 
let the others? 
Yes, her name. If only he could 
remember her name, he might be able 
to soothe her. What had he heard her 
brothers and sisters calling her? Mar-
jorie- no, he had it now, Margy! 
"Margy!" he called, forcing his 
voice to sound natural. 
She stopped leaping about, looked 
about the crowd for the source of her 
name. He stepped forward. "Remem-
ber me, Margy?" he said. She didn't 
run away, but stood quietly watching 
him. "Remember, I sat near you on the 
beach all afternoon." 
She stopped screaming, but she 
didn't seem to recognize him. She 
stood as if poised for another flight, 
watchful, fearful. 
He took another step or two towards 
her. She seemed about to run, but she 
didn't. 
"The stick of gum," he said. "Re-
member the stick of gum?" 
She knew him now. A faint smile 
appeared on her thin, tragic face. She 
let him go up to her, let him rest his 
hand Jightly on her shoulder. She was 
still sobbing, but in the dry, choking 
gasps that are the aftermath of grief. 
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He had another inspiration. He put 
his hand in his pocket and fished out a 
nickel. "Here's a nickel," he said. 
"Shall we go and get an ice cream cone 
at the canteen? Maybe we'll find your 
mother over there." 
It worked. She held out her hand 
and took the nickel, then gave him her 
other hand to hold. Together they 
began to walk towards the canteen. 
The people in the crowd sighed with 
relief, some followed the old man and 
the girl, others headed for their cars. 
"Fancy that! The old man knew 
how to handle her." 
"I hope he finds her mother soon." 
"I wonder how long he'll be able to 
keep her quiet?" 
"Oh, she'll be all right now." 
The old man and the girl were just 
stepping on to the road that separated 
the playground from the canteen when 
an old car drew up and stopped. 
"It's mummy!" cried the girl. She 
darted away from the old man and 
grabbed at the car door. 
The door was opened from the 
inside and the girl's mother stepped 
out. She pushed the girl roughly into 
the car. 
"Margy, you bad girl," said her 
mother. "What was the big idea? Dis-
appearing like that! Didn't I tell you to 
wait right by the canteen?" She crowd-
ed back into the car, pushing the girl 
before her. 
The old man reached over the 
woman and dropped a quarter into the 
little girl's hand. "There you are, 
Margy. Buy yourself something nice 
tomorrow." Then, addressing the 
mother, he said, "Don't be hard on her, 
missus. The poor kid was nearly scared 
out of her wits." 
The mother turned on him. "Here, 
what's going on anyway? Who asked 
your opinion?" 
"Oh mummy," said the little girl. 
"He's nice. He was going to buy me an 
ice cream cone." 
"I've heard that tale before!" said 
the mother. 
"Oh, cut the cackle, you two," said 
the child's father. "Let's get going. 
We're an hour late now." He let the 
clutch in with a jerk, and the car 
snorted up the road. 
The old man watched it out of ~ight, 
then he turned wearily back to look for 
his re la ti ves. 
The sun had set now, and the dusk 
was rapidly gathering over the cliffs, 
the soft-ball diamond, the horse-shoe 
pitch, the playground, and the dunes. 
They were putting up the shutters at 
the canteen, the recreation hall was 
dark and silent, and the swings hung 
empty in the cool evening air. From 
beyond the dunes came the faint mur-
mur of the cold and restless sea. 
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BOOK REVIE by D. Kermode Parr 
LAND FOR OUR SONS. Maxine 
Brandis. Hurst and Blackett. 196 
pages. $3.25. 
William Brandis was a Dutch 
cavalry officer during the war, and for 
three years a prisoner. His wife Maxine 
and their children knew hardship and 
hunger during the German occupation 
of the Netherlands. After the war the 
family migrated to Canada, and this 
book by Mrs. Brandis is the story of 
their successful establishment on a 
farm in British Columbia and their 
integration as Canadians. 
It is a very interesting story. A 
farm was bought and over nine harq 
years it was worked up into a profitable 
enterprise, with a vastly improved 
dwelling-house, by the family's hard 
toil and careful husbandry of crops 
and resources. In school the children 
learnt the ways of a new country. The 
parents became absorbed in the life of 
the small-town community of kindly 
people. In turn they helped other Dutch 
immigrants to settle, and Maxine 
Brandis expresses emphatic views on 
the need to avoid ethnic groupings and 
to make themselves genuine Cana-
dians. "It is very nice of the Canadians 
to say that immigrants should be 
allowed to hold on to their old customs, 
their way of practising religion, their 
way of living, but looking at it from 
another angle I feel strongly that it is 
to the jmmigrant's benefit-and in the 
end to the country's, too-that he 
should conform to his new surround-
ings ... The newcomers should at least 
try out the new customs of this country 
which they have chosen of their own 
free will, which they have chosen for 
their children to grow up in." To make 
the transition smooth for the children 
is worth great effort, and in the course 
of it the whole family will become not 
maladjusted immigrants but good 
Canadian citizens. 
The Brandis family were interested 
in the wild life of their new country, 
too, as well as in their farming. They 
were fascinated by moose, skunks, 
geese, ravens, bears. There is many a 
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laugh also in the chronicle of pioneer 
experiences and the happy day-to-day 
living in a cheerful community. With 
hair-cuts at a dollar and a desperate 
need to economize, Bill Brandis bought 
a barber set and Maxine cut hair. 
When she tried to trim her own, Bill 
offered to help. Met by doubt that he 
could do it, "he was indignant. 'If I 
can put in plumbing, build a house, 
and mow a hayfield, why, in goodness' 
name, wouldn't I be able to cut some 
hair?' " It turned out that he could, 
though the first effort was rather 
drastic when he took "two inches all 
round" to mean two inches off, where-
as his wife meant two inches to be 
left on! 
The book closes on the end of a 
period. After nine years the now 
prosperous farm was sold, to make a 
new adventure possible. Bill and 
Maxine, both graduates of universities 
in Holland, went for two years to 
the University of British Columbia in 
order to acquire Canadian degrees. 
They have since moved right across the 
country and are now living in Nova 
Scotia. Bill is a horticulturist with the 
Extension Department of St. Francis 
Xavier University; Maxine is doing 
some more writing. 
Land for Our Sons is a book of 
interesting experience, sincerely and 
effectively related. I hope there is to be 
a sequel some day with something of 
the author's life in Nova Scotia in its 
pages. 
HAPPY JOURNEY. By Roy Fraser. 
Ryerson Press, Toronto. 140 pages. 
Edited, with preface, by Mel 
Thistle. Frontispiece portrait from 
a painting by Lawren Harris, Jr. $3 
Dr. Roy Fraser was for thirty-four 
years professor of biology and bac-
teriology at Mount Allison University. 
He died last year. The president 
of Mount A. says of Happy Journey: 
"I think this book will appeal to 
hundreds of his old students and to 
his friends everywhere because it 
plumbs the depths of beauty and 
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goodness and truth, and all three 
are so much part of him." It should 
appeal to many more readers who 
never knew Professor Fraser, for it 
reveals a very attractive personality 
who, as the editor points out, "has 
left this small record, a glimpse into 
his personal universe." 
In his own foreword the author 
wrote that a dying friend asked him 
to do something as a favour and, on 
obtaining a promise to try, specified 
it as the writing of an autobiography. 
The professor could not see that he 
had "been anything or done any-
thing .to warrant an autobiography 
. . . " but he did undertake "some 
word-sketches - reminiscences that 
would be only partly or obliquely 
autobiographical . . . very simple 
stuff, written for anyone who likes 
simple things, quiet things, old-
f ashioned things." 
The book, then, is a collection of 
essays: The Old House, The Eating 
was Good, The Little River, On 
Universities in General, On Mount 
Allison in Particular, for instance. 
Professor Fraser talked of the things 
he had loved, the preserves of wild 
strawberries that were childhood joy, 
the essentials of a university, trout 
fishing, the Christian religion. 
He wrote: "But as it is the fashion 
nowadays to write books about the 
asperities, the sordidness, and the 
sorrows of human life, I thought it 
might to well to write something 
cheerful, if for no other reason than 
the sheer novelty of it! Will no one 
'buy my lavender', or stop to look 
at my portulacas and sunflowers for 
a minute? Of course they will, for 
the great preponderance of human 
beings still pref er sweetness to 
stench, and happy things to the un-
lovely and morbid and sorrowful . . . 
still walk the country roads and 
through the green pastures, loving all 
that they see." 
In the pages of this book there is 
good lavender to be had. 
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I HAVE LOST MY first editor, keen-est critic, closest friend. She chanced to be, also, my Mother. 
It's been perfectly wonderful, being 
her child. 
Mother was by birth American, 
by marriage Canadian, and remained 
both to the end of her life. The joint 
governments tried to do something 
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about that during the war, but they 
didn't get very far. A dapper young 
man arrived at the door and informed 
her that she must choose her nation-
ality, as of then. 
"Oh no I needn't" she said 
' ' ' equably. "A choice is a thought, and 
for all you know I may not even be 
capable of thinking. If the govern-
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Berla Frances Whidden Ganong 
"I wept as I remembered how often you and I 
Had tired the sun with talking, and sent him down the sky." 
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ment thinks they can force one to 
think - that is mere thought control. 
Do you approve it?" 
The astonished young man stayed 
for lunch, wrote back dazzled letters, 
and Mother remained of two national-
ities. She never did bother to choose. 
He did not know it, but he came 
off very lightly. He was sparring 
with one of the best informed minds, 
backed by one of the freest spirits, 
which he was ever apt to meet. 
Mother's life has been unusual 
since the very date of her christening. 
Her name, Berla, now fairly common 
in this region, was originally hers 
alone. Grandfather was convinced 
that his daughter would be unique as 
a personality, and so he paced the 
floor, trying odd syllables together, 
until he had created a new name for 
her. He proved correct in his prem-
onition. 
In this age, when considerable non-
sense is written concerning the su-
periority of the modern to the ancient, 
the young to the old, it has formed 
an interesting focus to know Mother 
well. I am much the youngest of the 
family (Dad speaks of us as "The 
family, and Joan", or "Joan, and the 
other family") and so it has been a 
double advantage to me. Oddly, I was 
the one whose interest turned back-
ward; hers ran ahead, always. 
Ever read those articles, telling 
how free, physically, the modern girl 
is, as compared to her 'grandmother'? 
How much stronger, more active, they 
are now? Uh-huh. So have I. 
Well, in her girlhood, which was 
before the turn of the century, Mother 
rode, bicycled, snowshoed, skated, 
played tennis, canoed~ bathed, and in-
dulged in half a dozen games which 
now esc'1:pe me. So did her friends. 
One of the better amusements was to 
bicycle from Calais to Eastport and 
back, thirty miles, and it was a matter 
of pride to ride down without getting 
off the bicycle. If any girl, or for 
that matter any boy, on the border 
will top that feat today~ I will then 
discuss the languor of the old days; 
but until then, no! 
In her young married years, the 
sports continued, and to them was 
added one of the great joys of her 
life, the racing of her horse, Billy. 
Older men in the town have told me 
that in their young days, there used 
to be bets in the barbershops, as to 
when that great bay horse would kill 
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Mrs. A. D. They need not have 
worried. No animal alive would ever 
hurt her! 
Aside from loving animals, she 
understood them, and even the vicious 
would grow calm. There was one 
memorable scene in our own back 
yard, when a dog considered dan-
gerous reared up and caught her fore-
arm in his jaws. The fangs sank in, 
a red trickle of blood ran down to 
her wrist. Mother did not move. 
"Why, Bruce!" she said, quietly, 
"what do you think you are doing?" 
and she laughed. Never was a dog 
so taken aback. He waited a mo-
ment, then opened his mouth in sheer 
surprise. Mother looked at the 
wound, showed it to him, said, 
"Bruce, you know you don't want 
to hurt me!" and believe it or not, he 
never did, again. 
The house was always full of stray 
dogs, and cats. At the cottage 
raccoons played across the verandah, 
and a red fox, shyest of wild crea-
tures, would come to the steps to eat. 
Even in town Mother has been keep-
ing and encouraging a skunk under 
the shed for years (it gives no 
trouble), and a pole runs from the 
maple tree to her window sill, which 
is loaded with peanuts for the squir-
rels who frolic there. There is grain 
in the back yard for the pigeons, suet 
on the fence posts for other birds. 
Mother always said she was born 
to be a farmer, and at the local fairs 
she would discuss, and could discuss, 
the points of cattle, horses, poultry, 
pigs. She loved to talk of crops and 
seasons, and she always said the best 
balanced men and women that she 
knew were those from farms, be-
cause they lived near life as it is. 
Anything would grow for her; the 
garden at the house is her achieve-
ment. 
Mother edited her father's paper 
for several years before she married, 
also had a promising opening for a 
career as concert pianist, then mar-
ried Father and turned her manifold 
talents to the creation of a home. The 
home which they created together 
has carried with it the virtues of hos-
pitality, of warmth and generosity, 
and to have grown up in it is a priv-
ilege in itself. 
It has never been their home, 
alone; always it has been for others. 
The four of us, of course, but also, 
Mother's mother, an invalid, lived 
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here for thirty years, a beloved mem-
ber of the family. In later years, my 
brothers and their families, for vary-
ing lengths of time, have been here, 
and my sister and her husband; and I 
;till regard this as home. When my 
uncle suffered a heart attack, he 
came here for a year or more to live, 
and die. When my sister's last, fatal 
illness came upon her, it was here (to 
her great and often stated happiness) 
that she spent her last days, and the 
house which Mother ran, ran then 
to give care and comfort to a genera-
tion younger than her own, as it had 
to a generation older. 
There have been uncles and cousins 
and aunts, friends who stayed for a 
summer, strangers who came for a 
day. The house has always been full, 
yet, in all the years, I have never 
heard by word, hint, or whisper, 
from Mother or Father, a suggestion 
that the crowds could tire them, or 
that some corner of their lives they 
might like to keep as their own. 
That is hospitality of both fact and 
spirit. 
Yet the running of any household 
must have wearied her active mind, 
had it not been for the joys of print; 
an enthusiasm which she shared with 
Father. The late R. B. Bennett called 
her the best read woman he had 
ever met; his word merely backs 
that which one could observe. She 
was a voracious reader, equally in-
terested in Plato or the label on a can 
of beans, in the Financial Times or 
Thomas Jefferson. This made her 
a conversationalist extraordinary, 
and my own attempts to keep up with 
her have given me a wider education 
than any schooling could. 
Mother's life was varied; I con-
centrate on my own connection with 
it, because I know it best, but being 
my Mother was but a small segment 
of her interest in life and people. 
It was wildly important to me, 
however, for it gave me direct con-
nection with the honours and the 
virtues of another era. In a time 
when half the print in the slicks is 
intent on proffering excuses in living, 
it is good to have stood close to one 
who held, and lived up to, the court-
esies, beliefs and duties of a different 
time. 
And that gaily! For she was cour-
ageous of heart. 
When illness struck, two years ago, 
Mother wished to drive west to see 
my sister. "Angina", the doctors 
had said, and added that if I tried 
to drive her three thousand miles, 
she probably would not reach, alive, 
our destination. This information 
I proffered direct to the lady herself. 
"Well," she said, thoughtfully, 
"suppose I didn't? It would be hard 
on you, if it happened on the way, 
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but other than that-? I have had a 
long life and a good one, and I'd 
rather be on a highroad than in a 
hospital." We went, and we arrived. 
Since then, I think that few can 
have realized how devastating the at-
tacks have been when they came; 
she had no wish to ride on an illness, 
and she did not. Father's devotion, 
and her quiet, almost negligent atti-
tude through this time, have been 
a lesson in themselves. When the end 
came, she was on holiday with him 
in Grand Manan. It is the way she 
would have wished it. She lived her 
life fully, to the end. 
At her funeral, they sang, by her 
request, the song: ''The End of a 
Perfect Day". As the words f!ooded 
through the home which she had 
created, they came as a message, 
rather than as a song. My own grief, 
for the loss of her companionship, of 
her able happy mind, was suddenly 
shot through with a sense of triumph, 
for her. 
The last time I had seen her, she 
had strolled across the yard to wish 
me well upon a journey, as trim and 
light of foot, as high of head, as a 
sixteen-year-old, slender, and grace-
ful, and gay. 
"Have a good time, chick!" she 
said. "Enjoy it." And she turned 
toward the playhouse verandah to 
have tea with Dad. 
There is a triumph, in living so 
well, so long; and the song told it. 
This was the end of a perfect day, 
near the end of a journey, too; and 
through the grief, the loss, and the 
longing, if I could have spoken, I 
would have said, "Well done, Berla. 
Well done!" 
For so a whole life had been. So 
it was. 
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Sir James Dunn, Bart., Q.C. 
Birthday Cornerstone 
The cornerstone of the Sir 
Jam es Dunn Science Building at 
Dalhousie will be laid by Lady 
Dunn on Sir James Dunn's birth-
day, October 29. Lord Beaver-
brook, his oldest friend, will make 
the speech of the day. His 
memories of Sir James date from 
boyhood days. The two met at 
Y oughal Beach near Bathurst 
seventy years ago, and main-
tained through life a close and 
affectionate relationship as each, 
in his separate way, developed 
powers which led to leadership in 
the world of the Twentieth 
Century. 
* * * 
The building will be a fitting 
tribute to Sir James, a demonstra-
tion of the latest and most efficient 
design and equipment that science 
can provide. The tremendous ex-
penditure on it is testimony to the 
care that has gone to its planning. 
Originally designed to cost one 
and three-quarter million dollars, 
improvements and additions have 
now added half a million dollars 
more, making a gigantic total of 
two million two hundred thousand 
dollars to be paid by the Sir James 
Dunn Foundation. 
* * * Birthday Opening? 
Lord Beaverbrook sailed from 
England in the Queen Mary and 
flew from New York to Frederic-
ton on September 2 in a privately 
chartered Viscount aircraft. There 
a sad disappointment awaited him. 
He had expected to spend the 
month of September directing the 
hanging of his 260 pictures in the 
beautiful gallery he has built over-
looking the St. John River on the 
Green opposite the Legislative 
Building. He was to have been 
assisted and advised by Dr. W. G. 
Constable, former curator of the 
Boston Museum of Fine Arts, 
and Sir Alec Martin, former head 
of Christies. But alas ! The lighting 
proved a failure. A new lighting 
plan has to be introduced. 
* * * 
There is a silver lining, even to 
this tale of woe. The opening has 
been def erred to next spring, which 
is better than a winter date for a 
function that will attract visitors 
from afar. Lord Beaverbrook's 
eightieth birthday is May 25. 
* * * 
A Campbell Story 
Colonel Basil Campbell, a kins-
man of the Duke of Argyll, was in 
charge of the expropriations at 
Gagetown. He carried out his 
duties with unfailing good man-
ners, and his politeness and 
leisurely patrician deportment be-
came well known in the neigh-
bourhood. 
Many stories are told of those 
events. There are some good ones 
in Dovie Burleson's article on 
Page 45 of this magazine. A story 
typical of the colonel himself goes 
this way. 
With two assistants he walked 
one day into a small local store 
in the area. All three were in 
civilian clothes. 
"Well," he asked the store-
keeper, "how do you like the 
army coming?" 
"It's terrible," was the reply. 
" I've a petition against it. You'd 
better sign it." 
So Colonel Campbell, with his 
courtly manner and a perfectly 
straight face, added his signature 
and walked out. 
* * * Trade Mission 
The observations of the British 
Trade Delegation in the Atlantic 
area have been made public. In a 
booklet published for the inf orma-
tion of British industry, the Trade 
Delegation, headed by Sir William 
Rootes, has given a glowing pic-
ture of the potentialities of the 
region. The report suggests that 
British firms should study their 
Canadian distribution organiza-
tions with a view to having more 
facilities in this part of Canada 
and that more consideration 
should be given to British invest-
ments here. 
* * * 
Resource Base 
The report recommends the 
area as a resource base of raw 
materials for British manuf actur-
ing, dealing particularly with 
minerals and pulp and paper. 
Attention, too, is given to the area 
as a potential market for British 
machinery, particularly industrial 
machinery used in large primary 
industries and manufacturing. 
* * * 
Coal 
Dosco has broken into the 
Ontario coal market with a 
flourish of public notice. Toronto's 
Mayor Nathan Phillips headed an 
organized reception to welcome 
the first coal boat bringing sup-
plies from Nova Scotia, a con-
signment made possible by the 
additional freight subsidy pro-
vided last April by the Dief en-
baker Government. It is an 
occasion for celebration in Nova 
Scotia and New Brunswick too. 
For Ontario is the key to the 
Maritime coal problem, being the 
user of seventeen million tons of 
coal a year, of which ninety-eight 
per cent is now imported from the 
United States. 
* * * 
A swing-over of two or three 
million tons from the United 
States to the Maritimes would 
bring prosperity to Maritime coal 
fields. A good beginning has been 
made by selling already a fifth of 
this tonnage, half a million tons. 
Dosco is testifying to its Maritime 
ties by having its annual general 
meeting in the Maritimes for the 
first time in its history. The 
meeting will be in Halifax on 
October 23, and Sir Roy Dobson 
will be present. 
* * * 
Premiers' and APEC Conferences 
The Atlantic Premiers' fourth 
conference will take place at 
St. John's on September 23. 
APEC's annual conference will 
spread its activities over two days, 
the 22nd and 23rd. This will be 
the first time that either Premiers 
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or APEC have held their meetings 
in Newfoundland. The meetings 
are expected to be well attended. 
Many Maritimers have still to 
experience the charm of this old-
world city planted on the hillside, 
and to fill their lungs with Atlantic 
breezes every time they take a 
breath. St. John's is an invigor-
ating place, perched on the ex-
treme edge of the ocean. 
* * * Well Qualified 
A. B. Perlin, who wrote the 
commentary on the McNair Com-
mission report, "Newfoundland 
Rejects McNair", on page 55, is 
the man best qualified to discuss 
Newfoundland's view of the re-
port. He is associate editor of The 
Daily News in St. John's, and in 
1954 he was appointed by the 
Newfoundland Government to 
prepare the province's case for 
submission to the McNair Com-
mission. He wrote "The Case for 
Newfoundland" in the March 
issue of The Atlantic Advocate. 
* * * In London 
The annual meeting of APEC 
will be held at the Nova Scotian 
Hotel in Halifax on November 4 
and 5. A New Brunswick repre-
sentative on the APEC executive 
received special recognition in 
London in August. H. Watson 
Jamer, the Atlantic Provinces 
Agent-General, substituted for the 
Hon. George Drew, the Canadian 
High Commissioner, at the Lord 
Mayor's dinner at the Mansion 
House. 
* * * 
New Booklet 
The foreign trade service of the 
federal department of trade and 
commerce has just published the 
third in a series of booklets on 
export possibilities in foreign 
countries. The new booklet deals 
with the Republic of Ireland. The 
other two discuss the Federation 
of Rhodesia and Nyasaland, and 
Venezuela. 
* * * Good Season 
One of the few women in 
Canadian theatre working as a 
producer is Mrs. Norma Spring-
ford. The former Norma Linton 
of Saint John, she had a particu-
larly successful seventh season this 
summer with her Mountain Play-
house in Montreal. 
* * * 
Tax Conference 
Although not the happiest sub-
ject of discussion at all times, taxes 
are being given the once-over 
during the first week of this month 
in Halifax. A two-day tax con-
ference for the Atlantic Provinces 
is being held at St. Mary's Uni-
versity, and among the principal 
speakers are Hon. George Now-
lan, Q.C., Minister of National 
Revenue, and Frank Covert, 
Q.C., of Halifax. 
* * * 
Fish Story 
Col. Walter Harrison of Rothe-
say, N.B., was witness to one of 
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the season's best fish stories 
recently on the banks of the 
Kennebecasis River. A great blue 
heron, having caught a fish a bit 
too large and lively for one mouth-
ful, carried the protesting catch to 
the shore. A bald eagle swooped 
down, and the heron dropped the 
fish. The eagle swooped up again 
and whirled to plunge down for 
the fish. The eagle's manreuvre 
was too late. The fish wriggled off 
the bank and into the water again. 
The Hon. D. L. MacLaren, P.C. 
Next Mayor? 
There are indications that the 
Hon. D. L. MacLaren, P.C., New 
Brunswick's former lieutenant-
governor, may be the next mayor 
of Saint John. Mr. MacLaren is 
also being discussed as a candidate 
for the leadership of the Liberal 
Party in New Brunswick. 
* * * 
Royal Charter 
There is a great deal of specula-
tion in Saint John as to the 
results of an investigation mto the 
terms of the original Royal 
Charter given to the city at its 
incorporation in 1785. William 
Francis Ryan, Dean of the Faculty 
of Law of U.N.B., has been re-
tained by the Common Council of 
Saint John to examine the original 
document. It is of fifty printed 
pages and contains about 15,000 
words. 
* * * 
Some strange and amusing 
anomalies are expected. Local 
interest is focussed on the com-
plete and permanent powers 
vested in the mayor to grant 
liquor licences. The question 
arises as to what extent, if any, it 
has been negatived by provincial 
legislation. There is a possibility 
that Saint John may become an 
oasis of liberty in an unlicenced 
provincial desert. 
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Parents concerned 
During the current rush to 
expand university accommoda-
tions and facilities throughout the 
Maritimes, many parents are be-
ginning to wonder if too much 
f acuity time is being devoted to 
buildings and not enough to 
teaching. There is also a consider-
able degree of discontent among 
parents and teachers in Nova 
Scotia over the results of this 
year's matriculation examinations. 
Failures were unusually numerous. 
* * * 
New school 
In Halifax, one group of dis-
satisfied citizens has decided to 
open a new private school. The 
Halifax Grammar School for boys 
is beginning classes September 18. 
The project has aroused a good 
deal of controversy in Halifax, 
particularly because of the spon-
soring group's acknowledged dis-
enchantment with the curriculum 
standards in existing schools. Dr. 
R. E. Marshal1, city superinten-
dent of schools, and Alderman 
Abbie Lane have indicated they 
believe that the public schools are 
doing an adequate job. 
* * * For those concerned with the 
new school's development, ade-
quacy is not enough. Dr. J. G. 
Kaplan, vice-president of the 
institution, says, "policy of the 
school is to give instruction of a 
high quality and a curriculum 
well in advance of the North 
American public schools." Dr. 
J. H. Slayter is president of the 
school, and the principal is F. 
Charles Pengelly, former head-
master of Constantine School for 
Boys in Cornwall, England. 
* * * 
A Real Challenge 
Elsewhere in the realm of think-
ing, the Mount Allison University 
Summer Institute, in the course of 
considering "The Challenge to 
Canadian Universities", got a very 
real one to tackle. Mr. Justice 
I van C. Rand proposed that the 
universities investigate ''the cause 
and abolition of war". In view of 
the fact that a special committee 
of the United Nations has been 
haggling over the establishment of 
a definition of aggression almost 
since the San Francisco confer-
ence, the universities would have a 
monumental job. On the other 
hand, however, perhaps they 
could do a better job of it than 
the U. N. 
* * * 
Hundredth Anniversary 
The Summer Institute was part 
of the celebration of the hundredth 
anniversary of Mount Allison as 
a university. Honorary degrees 
were granted to the Rt. Hon. C. 
D. Howe, chancellor of Dalhousie 
University; Mrs. Hugh John 
Flemming; the Hon. J. Angus 
MacLean, federal minister of 
fisheries; Rt. Rev. J. S. Thomp-
son, moderator of the United 
Church of Canada; Dr. V. L. 
Butterfield, president of Wesleyan 
University, Middleton, Conn.; Dr. 
H. C. Mills, vice-president of the 
University of Rochester; Rev. C. 
H. Johnson, Kamloops, B.C., and 
Dr. D. A. Keys, scientific adviser 
to the president of Atomic 
Energy of Canada Limited, Deep 
River, Ont. 
* * * 
New President 
The new president of the Can-
adian Teachers' Federation is a 
Halifax woman. She is Miss Gene 
Morison of the staff of Queen 
Elizabeth High School. A former 
president of the Nova Scotia 
Teachers' Union, she is a graduate 
of Dalhousie University. 
* * * Canoe Trip 
Two boys from Han ts County, 
Nova Scotia, take their school 
work very seriously and prac-
tically. Last winter David Powell, 
fifteen, West Gore, and Harris 
MacPhee, sixteen, Upper Rawdon, 
built a canoe as their industrial 
arts project at Rants North High 
School in Kennetcook. Last 
month they gave the canoe a 
workout. The boys paddled from 
Dartmouth to Shubenacadie, N.S., 
through the lakes, streams and 
locks that once formed the 
Shubenacadie Canal. The route 
has made a favourite canoe trip 
in Nova Scotia for many years, 
and the boys highly recommend 
it. 
* * * Jubilee Guilds 
Mrs. Keith Rand, president of 
the Federated Women's Institutes 
of Canada, was the special speaker 
at the annual meeting of the 
Jubilee Guilds of Newfoundland 
in St. John's, last month. The five 
new regional representatives on 
the executive of the Guilds are: 
Mrs. P. Bridger, Lewisporte; Miss 
S. Scammell, Change Islands; 
Mrs. A. Kendall, Woodville; Mrs. 
A. Stoodley, Grand Bank; Mrs. 
L. Parsons, Harcourt. 
* * * Heads Corporation 
Elsewhere in the realm of new 
executive responsibilities, New 
Brunswick's eloquent Member of 
Parliament, J. C. (Charlie) Van 
Horne, is the new president of 
Place Ville-Marie Leasing and 
Management Corporation. The 
company will operate the $75,000-
000 development in downtown 
Montreal being built by William 
Zeckendorf's Canadian subsidiary 
Webb and Knapp (Canada) 
Limited. 
* * * Attorney-General for N.B. 
Hon. W. J. West, Attorney-
General of New Brunswick, is due 
to be appointed to the Supreme 
Court of the province within the 
next few weeks. Speculation has 
been prevalent regarding his 
successor in the cabinet. The most 
likely prospect is R. G. L. Fair-
weather of Rothesay, the young 
M.L.A. for Kings. Mr. Fair-
weather recently joined his law 
practice with that of McKelvey, 
Macaulay and Machum in Saint 
John. 
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Farley Mowat 
Investigation 
Farley Mowat, the bustling and 
bristling author of People of the 
Deer, has been conducting a one-
man investigation of Newfound-
land. He gathered impressions and 
folk-lore to include in a new book. 
During his travels through the out-
ports and inland communities, he 
recorded on tapes many of the 
stories he heard. Some of these 
tapes disappeared. When news 
spread that they belonged to an 
author planning to write about 
Newfoundland, the tapes re-
appeared within two hours. 
* * * Last Season 
One of Nova Scotia's best-
known summer residents has 
spent his last season in Nova 
Scotia and is vacating his home 
on Grand Lake. George Matthew 
Adams, columnist, author, rare 
book collector and amateur of 
nature, has spent every summer in 
the province since 1930. Although 
eighty, he plans to continue 
wnting his newspaper column, 
"Today's Talk," in New York, 
and make occasional visits to 
Nova Scotia. 
* * * Another Writer 
Visitors to Digby are not likely 
to notice it, but perched high on 
the bluff at Victoria Beach, facing 
the Bay of Fundy, is the summer 
cottage of another American 
writer who greatly admires Nova 
Scotia. Miss Martha Banning 
Thomas calls herself a trans-
planted Connecticut Yankee. In 
1928 she came to Victoria Beach 
from Old Lyme, Conn., and ten 
years ago she decided to make 
Nova Scotia her permanent resi-
dence. Poliomyelitis changed her 
plans to become a kindergarten 
teacher when it f creed her to stop 
her training. Since then, she has 
studied at Middlebury College in 
Vermont and Smith College, and 
her stories and poems have been 
published in many leading maga-
zines, including The Saturday 
Evening Post, The Atlantic Monthly, 
The New Yorker and The Atlantic 
Advocate. (See Page 40.) 
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BARBARA GRANTMYRE 
Ah! May 
The Red Rose 
H E GOT OFF the Shore road bus one rainy afternoon in late September, a black-browed 
young man in a tan raincoat that 
darkened to chocolate across his 
shoulders before he could gain the 
shelter of Limer's store. 
"A stranger," said Jeff Limer watch-
ing the man hurry through the down-
pour, and the loungers by the bee-hive 
stove, lit against dampness, saw him 
first framed in the door-glass, hesitating 
before he pressed the latch and entered. 
Curious as squirrels they swivelled 
their necks, sizing him up so they 
could tell the women-folk at supper-
time, bare head, dark complected, his 
skin city-peaked and wan. He wore 
gray slacks below his raincoat and his 
spattered shoes held the gleam of good 
leather yet he didn't look, they 
thought, "as if he 'mounted to much". 
His only luggage was a light travelling 
bag. 
"Wain's my name," he said to Jeff. 
"James Wain. I'm looking for a place 
to stay." 
"Ain't no hotel at the Cove." 
"So the bus driver said, but doesn't 
someone take boarders?" Jeff, a slow 
deliberate man pondered that, then 
asked, 
"Artist?" 
"No." 
"Selling stuff?" 
"No." Wain's mouth compressed in 
a thin line, like he was riled. The 
watchers knew what was in Jeff's 
mind. Only three kinds of strangers 
came to the Cove, artists who'd dis-
covered Peggy's wasn't the only paint-
able shore-line in the province and 
came to put the Cove's spray-dashed 
rocks and fishing vessels on canvas or 
sketching pad in the pleasanter months, 
never staying later than Labour Day; 
travelling salesmen, the ones who 
made regular calls on Jeff and the un-
happier ones trying to peddle books 
and magazine subscriptions to folks 
who thought reading a waste of time, 
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or to take orders for seeds and shrubs 
where the land held more boulders 
than loam and the niggard plots were 
mostly used for kitchen gardens; the 
third ... and the men waited for Jeff 
to plumb that possibility ... were the 
wanderers coming from far places like 
the States or Upper Canada to visit 
their kin. 
Jeff didn't disappoint them. "You 
got relatives here, maybe?" 
"No!" Wain exploded. "I'm just an 
ordinary guy who wants a boarding 
house. Three meals a day and some-
where to sleep. Can you tell me where 
to go, or must I start knocking on 
doors?" Sounded madder than a dory 
full o' tomcats. 
Jeff puckered his shiny red forehead. 
"Serena'd be his best bet, eh?" he 
asked the group by the stove. 
Mrs. Serena Hubley solves most 
problems at the Cove so it was natural 
he'd think of her first. "I'll see if she 
can take you." He went to the wall 
telephone, cranked the handle . . . 
three long, three short, Serena's 
ring ... and took down the receiver. 
"Serena? This here's Jeff. Fellow 
come off the bus an' wants a place to 
board. Can you take him?" 
He listened a moment. "How long 
d'ye plan to stay? Serena's going to her 
cousin's at Springbright last of next 
month." 
"A week, maybe. Or longer," replied 
Wain and Jeff relayed the information 
over the wire, listened, said 'uh-uh' a 
couple of times and hung up. 
"Go right along," he told Wain. 
"You'll have to be content with a 
pick-up supper, she says, for she 
wasn't expecting company." Jeff laugh-
ed. "I'd as lieve have one of Serena's 
pick-up meals than a ten-courser in a 
fancy hotel, myself. One o' the best 
cooks in the province, is Serena 
Hubley." 
"Indeed," Wain replied stiftly, like 
he couldn't forget his lost temper. 
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"I'm much obliged. Now ... if you'll 
please tell me where she lives ... " 
So Jeff went to the shop door with 
him and pointed out Serena's white 
cottage, off by its lone, with the ribbon 
of dahlias against its low walls, on the 
far side of the Cove. When the 
stranger was on his way the men came 
to the front, watching his departure. 
"He's a dour one," cackled old 
Amos Robie, shaking his head, "and 
deep if'n you ast me. What's he here 
for?" 
"Beats me," Jeff confessed. "I like 
a man better when he tells his business, 
open and free." 
"Times back I'd have said he was a 
revenooer." Seth Dooks spoke from 
experience for many an illicit trip he'd 
made to St. Pierre in the heyday of 
prohibition. 
"Well, Serena'll find out," someone 
else said confidently. "Serena don't 
miss nothin'." 
"But will she tell? Serena's terrible 
exasperatin' betimes." And Amos 
shifted his tobacco and spat in the 
direction of the road. 
"Lucky for some she doesn't tell all 
she knows," Jeff said bluntly. The 
stranger had left the main road and 
was now threading his way behind the 
fish-houses and outbuildings on the 
lane that led to his new boarding 
house. The show was over so the men 
closed the door and went back to the 
stove. 
"A dour one," Amos had called him 
that afternoon and the name stuck. 
"I seen the Dour One up by Bleacher's 
P'int," somebody would say in the 
days that followed, or, "The Dour One 
was ramblin' in the churchyard this 
mornin'," or more often, "What in 
time is the Dour One here for?" He 
was a mystery. 
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• According to Serena he was a neat, 
clean, quiet young man, who worked 
in a city office though she disremem-
bered the name of the firm. He hadn't 
much appetite, she admitted, which 
must have distressed her, for Serena 
loves to cook for folks who like good 
things to eat and a boarder indifferent 
to her art was a rarity. She'd vouch for 
him, he meant no harm to the com-
munity, and that's all she'd say. 
Wain had come in a rain storm and 
the wet, foggy weather continued 
until the sixth day of his stay and it 
became fine. They sat in the kitchen 
that evening, Wain with yesterday's 
newspaper unopened on the table 
before him, and Serena in a rocker by 
the window. A spry, fiftyish sparrow of 
a woman, Serena Hubley, "'ith hair 
drawn tight from her temples and 
done in an old-fashioned bun at the 
back of her head, shrewd black eyes 
that missed nothing, a brain that could 
pounce on the trivial and bring it to 
importance, a tender, sensitive mouth. 
,,, She was knitting as she listened to the 
radio. 
" ... fair and warmer tomorrow," 
ended the weatherman. "And now," 
another voice began briskly, "through 
the courtesy of Fiddleton's Electrical 
Supplies, Ltd. 114-116 Margin Street, 
we bring you a quarter-hour of 
Stephen Foster melodies, sung by 
Marlan Borris, but first . . . a word 
from our sponsor ... " 
"I always liked Stephen Foster's 
""( songs," said Serena conversationally, 
•
1
. though she expected and got no reply, 
1 "and so did Hubley . . . my late ·~ husband, that is. Awful fond of 'Gentle 
Annie' was Hubley, 'specially when he 
was half-seas over." She looked at the 
stony path leading to the fish-house 
and the slip and gave a sigh. "Seems I 
can hear him yet, gibbing fish and 
singing like he was in mortal agony, 
the dear man . . . " 
" ... and now, ladies and gentle-
, men," broke in the radio, "Marlan 
Borris." 
A piano tinkled four soft bars, a 
c?ord, and a tenor voice began to 
sing; 
"Ahl may the red rose live always 
To smile upon earth and sky I 
Why should the beautiful ever weep ? 
Why should the beautiful die ? 
L d . '' en zng ... 
A sound half imprecation, half sob 
tore across the melody and Wain's 
hand snapped off the current. 
LL NEW 
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"I'm- I'm sorry," he murmured in 
the interval of silence. "I shouldn't 
have done that. I'll- I'll get your 
programme again, Mrs. Hubley." 
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heart scald, isn't it, remembering 
Lorie?" she asked gently. 
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He looked at her with wide, in-
credulous eyes. "You know about 
me?'' 
"From the minute you put foot in 
the door, though I haven't told a soul," 
she added hastily. "Your picture was 
in the paper after the accident, and 
your full name, Adam James Wain-
wright." 
The picture had been blurred, and 
no other person in the Cove had 
picked out 'James Wain' from the 
surrounding syllables of a name that 
had been for a day or two that summer 
on the tip of every Cove tongue, yet 
Serena wasn't complacent, such ex-
amples of other people's denseness 
were too, too common. "Nobody else 
knows." She answered his unspoken 
question. 
"I thought not. I'd have known if 
they had ... and yet, it's a shabby trick 
to hide from their contempt under an 
almost false name. They have a right 
to know who I am, and what I've 
done." 
"Least said, soonest mended," com-
mented Serena tritely. "Besides, 'twas 
an accident pure and simple. I read 
every word of the inquest. Train 
booming along, a level crossing with 
the approaching train hidden till you 
were about twenty feet off the rails ... 
and yours the third fatality in that 
self same spot in as many years. The 
jury called it an accident, didn't they? 
They said it was a crying shame such a 
death trap was left without warning 
bell, or gates, or an overpass. They 
hadn't a word of blame for you, and 
neither has anyone in the Cove." 
Her words were no comfort. Adam 
Wainwright's face was bleak, his eyes 
dull with misery. 
"You loved her?" Serena asked 
gently. 
"No. Heaven help me, I didn't! I 
could grieve if I'd loved her, and the 
grief would be part of my punishment 
for having killed her. All I have is 
remorse. 'Why should the beautiful 
die?' " he quoted harshly, "because 
stupid, selfish wretches like me escape 
just punishment. I should have been 
killed, not Lorie McNab." 
Neurotic, morbid, and similar ad-
jectives aren't in Serena's vocabulary 
though she recognizes the symptoms 
and usually administers a dose of 
common sense. 
"I can't agree with you, unless I 
have the whole story, Adam. Begin at 
the beginning. I promise you what's 
said in this kitchen goes no farther 
than your breath." The sunset had 
passed its glory and shadows were 
gathering in the corners of the room 
but Serena forbore to switch on a light, 
knowing confidences come easier in the 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCAlE 
... the best tea you ever tasted ! 
"Po.4 ~," 
"Milady ivears, so 'Vogue' declares, 
Chemise, Blouson, or Sack! 
But fresh ripe fruits and vegetables, 
Look best in 'Poly Pak'." 
POLY-CELLO BAGS LIMITED 
SAINT JOHN, N.B. 
Sales Agents and Distributors: 
EASTERN PAPER PRODUCTS LIMITED 
Head Office: 211-213 Wentworth Street, Saint John, N.B. 
Branch Office: 195 Barrington Street, Halifax, N.S. 
91 SEPTElt\BER, 1958 
/ 
In MATI EE 
theyVe found the finest ... 
I ts classic tobaccos give the 
special quality they demand. 
The delightful mildness is 
Matinee's own, and the 
pure, white filter completes 
their enjoyment. That is 
why they smoke Matinee 
with the complete 
confidence they've found 
the finest. 
t·'» .•• . • ··"'"'=":-... -~ . .· "'··~.~~--.~ ··~--.. 
. . .. 
A cigarette of elegance . . . A filter of particular purity 
Distributors for 
• Royal Typewriters 
• Odhner Adding Machines 
• Stenocord Dictating 
Machines 
• Executone Communication 
Systems 
Rentals ••. Sales ... Repairs 
R. R. HARRIS LTD. 
6 WEST MARKET STREET 
MONCTON, N.B. 
Tel. EVergreen 4-4337 
James W. Sewall Co. 
(CANADA) LTD. 
• Timber Cruising 
• Woodlot Management 
• Land Surveying 
• Scaling 
• l\funicipal Mapping 
Box 1284 Phone GR 5-6002 
FREDERICTON, N.B. 
New Brunswick's Fastest Growing Newspaper 
The DAILY GLEANER 
PHOENIX SQUARE, FREDERICTON, N.B. 
The ATLANTIC ADVOCATE 92 
dusk. She set the kettle to the back of 
the range, added more wood to the 
fire and resumed her seat by the 
window. "If you kept anything back 
at the inquest and want to get it off 
your chest ... " she shrugged. 
"No. I mean I was to blame before 
the accident. She'd have been safe with 
George but I asked her to drive with 
me." 
"George? Who's George?" 
"George Turner, the creep that took 
my place in the office when I was 
overseas. A short, insignificant guy 
with glasses that make his eyes bug. 
I've disliked him ever since I came 
back and found him sitting at my 
desk." 
Serena nodded wisely. "Natural." 
"The company was fair, they gave 
me the raises I'd have had if I hadn't 
been in the army, but I had a lot of 
slack to take up. Our department is 
pretty big and the flock of stenog-
raphers come and go without much 
attention from me. Lorie was there 
nearly a week before I spoke to her, 
though I'd admired the combination 
of blonde hair and brown eyes and the 
figure that went with it. Then one day 
in the cafeteria I saw old George 
looking at her sort of humble and 
good-doggy. 
"Cripes, I thought, he's gone on her. 
I moved in on them just as George 
stuttered, 'H-how about ggg-going to 
the Panamint tonight? A SS-Stewart 
Grainger picture?' 
" 'Hold on, Bub,' I said just for the 
devil of it, 'you're too late, Beautiful 
and I have a date for that very movie, 
haven't we?' and I winked on the side 
he couldn't see. 
"Lorie caught on fast. 'That's right, 
Mr. Turner,' and it sounded a hundred 
per cent genuine. 'Maybe some other 
time?' 
"It was worth the date just to see 
George's smile collapse. 
"That's how it began. I dated Lorie 
because George was after her and 
since he's a sticker I kept it up, 
knowing he squirmed every time he 
heard of us dancing, or bowling, or 
going to the movies together. I never 
considered Lorie's feelings. She was a 
sweet kid, but ... naive is the word, 
I guess. Dating her was like going out 
with a kid sister. I treated her like one. 
Honest. I never made a pass at her, or 
'trifled with her affections' as the old-
fashioned novelists put it. 
"Every year J. S., our general 
manager, invites the office crowd to a 
picnic at his summer home on the Bay. 
Bathing, races, chicken dinner, dancing 
to a four-piece combo, a picnic de 
luxe. Of course I asked Lorie before 
George could get his bid in. 
"If only for once she'd turned me 
down! 
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"I can see her yet, hop-skipping down 
the stone steps from her boarding 
house that afternoon when I called for 
her, the sun on her ice-cream pink 
dress, the cute pink hat, sort of like a 
jockey cap with a longer visor, on top 
of her wheat-gold hair. My car's a 
closed coupe so she didn't need a hat 
but I knew she'd probably spent time 
before the mirror setting it at its most 
seductive best, so I didn't suggest she 
take it off. 
"Another 'if only' ... that jockey 
cap. 
"With her beside me I drove to the 
outskirts of the city and then swung 
across country to the Head of the Bay, 
not as scenic a route as the seaside 
road but it's more direct. A beautiful 
day, high white clouds, bright sun-
shine, sky blue as forget-me-nots ... 
and a pretty girl chattering of new 
dresses, bathing suits, what the stenogs 
thought of J. S.'s wife, all the office 
gossip, at one's shoulder while some-
where on the road you knew a guy 
you disliked was chewing nails at your 
good luck. No wonder I felt swell. 
"To feed my vanity I had to mention 
George. Yes, Lorie said, he had asked 
her to go to the picnic with him. 
" 'Poor fellow. You'll have to re-
ward his persistence, Lorie. Tell him 
'yes' next time.' 
" 'Won't be any next time.' Lorie 
began to twist her handkerchief as she 
answered, like a kid with something 
on her mind. 'I told him not to bother 
asking me again. Ever. I said it 
wouldn't be fair to you.' 
"'To me?' I asked blankly. 
" 'Because we're going steady, of 
course.' 
"That was a jolt, believe me! 'Going 
steady' on a few casual dates, and there 
was worse to come. 
"'How did George take it?' I 
thought it wiser to ignore her un-
fortunate phrase. 
" 'He warned me about you, Adam. 
Said you had a bad reputation with 
girls, and he hoped I wouldn't be 
sorry going out with such a Cas-
Cass-Cass-something." 
" 'Casanova?' 
" 'Yes, I guess that's what he called 
you ... and he said if you were serious 
why didn't you buy me a ring? And-
and-' she was more than torturing her 
handkerchief now-'I told him you 
were going to give me a ring on my 
birthday.' 
"I was knocked for a loop when she 
said that. An engagement ring. Matri-
mony. Great Caesar! I was furiously 
angry, not at Lorie, for she wasn't to 
blame for misreading my intentions, 
but at George and myself. Especially 
George. My mind darted hither and 
yon trying to figure a way out of the 
mess without hurting Lorie. 
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Marriage was out of the question. 
Definitely. I was fond of her but though 
I'm not a highbrow I'd never choose a 
wife who thought Kipling a form of 
sport, or that G.B.S. stood for Great 
Big Sale. Some men prefer a lovely 
with a low 1.Q. Not Adam W. 
"For the last couple of miles wood-
land had hidden the railroad track, 
now came a scattering of houses and 
the depot beyond which lay another 
level crossing. I noticed these things 
with only part of my mind the rest 
was busy with my problem. I'd have 
to apply for a transfer, I thought. With 
me out of the way George could take 
over ... 
"'Say something, Adam!' Lorie was 
half crying. 'I know I shouldn't have 
told George that, when it wasn't true. 
I'll-I'll take it back. Only, please! 
Don't be mad at me.' 
"Poor kid. I hadn't realized how 
she'd interpret my silence. We were 
abreast of the station now, approach-
ing the crossing at an angle but it never 
occurred to me to slow up. 
" 'I was wondering what your birth-
date was,' I lied. I'll always be thankful 
I said that then. 
"'November fourth.' Her voice had 
chime bells. 'For a minute you had me 
worried, Adam.' 
"To my left the track was clear, as 
we nosed to the rails I turned to look 
in the other direction, up to now 
hidden by the freight shed, but the 
peak of Lorie's cap screened my view. 
"I had started across when Lorie 
screamed ... and the train was upon 
us." Memory of the tragedy was still 
sharp. He made an effort to continue, 
then relapsed into silence, staring into 
the darkling past while quiet ghosts of 
Lorie McNab, pigtailed little-girl Lorie, 
school-girl Lorie, lovely golden Lorie, 
came back to Serena's kitchen and 
filled it with her lost presence. A 
belated gull squawked as it passed the 
window and Adam stirred. 
"I can't remember anything else," 
he went on, "until late that night. 
Concussion. Nothing serious . . . but 
Lorie was instantly killed. 
"My fault. My crime. I'd do any-
thing to bring her back and keep her 
happy, no matter what it cost me. 
That's impossible. Day and night she's 
on my mind, my conscience, and will 
be till I die. I thought it might help if 
I came to the Cove, among the people 
she'd known, but I haven't been able 
to speak of her till now. She seldom 
spoke of her early life, except that she 
was an orphan brought up by an 
aunt, and I haven't dared to make 
enquiries. Who is Lorie's aunt? Not ... 
oh! it can't be you, Mrs. Hubley?" 
Serena shook her head. "No. I'm 
no kin to Lorie, or Em McNab, who 
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raised her. I knew Lorie since she was 
chin-high to a gunwale. I taught her 
to make gingersnaps and pastry dough. 
Many an afternoon she's set in this 
kitchen, cutting paper dolls, or looking 
at catalogues, and ... childless woman 
that I am ... she was dear as my own. 
Yet, Adam, I cannot wish her back. 
Her death wasn't ... " and Serena 
pa used as if groping for the exact 
word, "untimely." There was a chilling 
gravity in her tone. 
"I don't understand?" 
"There is a time to keep silence, says 
the Bible, and a time to speak. 'To the 
right person', I often think the 
Preacher should have added. Many's 
the time I've lain a wake wondering 
if . . . but I'll begin at the beginning, 
Adam, for you are the right person to 
hear me. 
"Emma McNab and I went to school 
together at the Cove. When Em was 
grown she went to the States and did 
housework. We kept in touch with 
Christmas cards, and the odd letter. 
By and by Em became housekeeper to 
a rich old man and she stayed with 
him year after year, till he finally died. 
He left her an annuity in his will, so 
Em, being about forty then, decided 
to come back to the Cove though her 
folks were dead and gone. She'd been 
thrifty, and her savings bought that 
little place you can see 'cross the Cove, 
the one with the green roof." Serena 
pointed through the window. "With 
her annuity Em was fixed snug for life. 
A smart, brisk woman, Em McNab. 
Coarse-featured and ungainly as a girl, 
time improved her. 
"As soon as she'd done over the 
cottage, paint, paper and whatnot, 
blest if Em didn't go to the city and 
come back with a child. A girl. Got her 
in an orphanage, she said, and had 
adopted her 'for company'. She called 
her Loriena McNab. Lorie for short. 
You can imagine the gossip and sur-
mise that caused, and the ugly stories 
that went round the Cove never quite 
died down. I've often thought that was 
one of the reasons Lorie grew up 
hating the Cove, for children can be 
cruel and I daresay they repeated to 
her at school what they'd heard at 
home. Yet there wasn't a word of 
truth in the scandalizing. I've seen 
Lorie's birth certificate, and the adop-
tion papers. Her parents were legally 
wed, and in no way connected with 
Em, or the family she'd worked for in 
the States. I wasn't the only one who 
saw the papers, but it made no differ-
ence for folks always prefer to believe 
the worst. 
"Em was good to Lorie. Too good. 
Lorie had the finest clothes, and the 
most toys, and was the most pampered 
and spoiled brat in the Cove. Em 
always gave in to her, for she'd kick up 
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a king-size shindy if she didn't get her 
own way. I'd tell Em she was ruining 
Lorie but Em'd only smile and say 
'I'd as lieve have a youngster spoiled 
by love than harsh treatment.' She 
wouldn't admit there's a happy med-
. 1um. 
"Em had great plans for Lorie. 
When Lorie was through school, Em 
always said, they'd sell the cottage and 
move to the city where Lorie could 
take a business course, or train for a 
nurse, or a beauty specialist. No 
housework for Lorie, and no fishermen 
beaux; Lorie's looks'd take her farther 
than that. 
"Lorie believed in her rosy future. 
From the time she was eleven or 
twelve she'd say 'When we move to 
the city', and 'When we leave the 
Cove' as if she could hardly wait. She 
wasn't happy in her teens, poor child. 
Her looks and clothes made other 
girls spiteful, her disposition robbed 
her of close friends. 
"And then when Lorie was in Grade 
Eleven, the highest they teach here, 
something unexpected happened. Her 
Aunt Em . . . she always called her 
aunt . . . fell in love. Imagine. Em 
McNab never had a beau in her life, 
or looked sideways at a man, till she's 
on the winter side of fifty and then 
develops a hopeless, moonstruck pas-
sion for Jeff Limer." 
"You mean the guy at the store?" 
"Yes. Big, bashful Jeff. Confirmed 
bachelor and woman-dodger. It started 
as a joke. After New Year's we held 
a pie social in the Cove hall for the 
March of Dimes, and Jeff, unknow-
ingly, bid and got Em's pie. Folks sort 
of teased them when they ate together. 
You know, 'How long's this been 
going on?' and 'You're a sly one, Jeff. 
You knew whose pie to bid on!' It 
laid the seeds of romance in Em's old-
maid heart, so to speak. She blushed 
and twittered and made such a to-do, 
well, naturally they kept it up. Come 
Valentine's Day somebody sent her a 
big store Valentine with 'from Jeff' 
signed to it. He denied it, but Em was 
sure he was only being bashful, and 
after that,''-here Serena gave a heavy 
sigh-"crazy is the only word to use. 
Em was crazy mad in love with him. 
She wasn't. . . normal. No sensible 
woman of Em's age pins her heart on 
her sleeve for folks to laugh at, or 
chases after an indifferent man till 
he'll duck every time he sees her. If she 
wanted four things from the store 
she'd get them one at a time, so she'd 
have four excuses for making the trip, 
and she was always pestering him 
about her screen doors, or the wood-
house window, getting him up to the 
house if she possibly could. I felt sorry 
for Jeff. 'Twas an embarrassment to 
him and no fault of his, but I was 
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sorrier for Lorie. She wasn't old 
enough, or wise enough to feel pity for 
Em, or realize the hunger and need, 
denied for so long, behind the love-
sick, silly antics. Lorie was ashamed. 
"She'd confide in me, poor child, 
and I'd give her what comfort I could, 
which wasn't much. They say an old 
maid's bonnet tosses highest over a 
haymow. 
" 'When we move away this sum-
mer,' Lorie would say that spring, for 
this was her last term at school. With a 
Grade eleven certificate she could take 
a business course or whatever she had 
a mind. 'Aunt Em'll forget about him,' 
she'd say wistfully, 'she's bound to 
when she can't see him every day. 
Don't you think so, Serena?' 
"And I'd say 'Mebbe,' though I had 
doubts aplenty. And I was right. Lorie 
studied hard and passed her exams ... 
and Em ref used to budge from the 
Cove. Plenty of time 'fore Lorie 
needed to work, she'd say. They were 
comfortable at the Cove, and who 
could tell what was going to happen? 
. . . meaning landing Jeff . . . she need-
ed Lorie for company now, but if 
changes did happen then she wouldn't 
stand in the girl's way. 
"Poor, poor Lorie. She took it 
desperate hard. 'I can't stay here, 
Serena. Listening to Aunt Em's fan-
cies and foolishness, knowing she 
hasn't a chance ... I'll be as crazy as 
she is if I stay at the Cove. Why, oh! 
why had this to happen?' Other times 
she put it stronger, railing at Em for 
her broken promises. Never in her 
life, remember, had she been thwarted 
and the disappointment brought out 
mean, ugly traits. 
"I did my best. In private I reasoned 
with Em, 'twasn't a mite of use. I 
suggested she let Lorie go to the city 
alone, boarding with the Bones. 
Rizpah Bone was a Hubley, cousin to 
my man, 'fore she married Ingram 
Bone. Riz' d look out for Lorie. Em 
refused to listen, or what I said didn't 
register, she sat fiddling with a stub 
of pencil and a blank spot on a news-
paper ad. Know what she was doing? 
Cancelling out her name and Jeff's. 
EMMA McNAB 
JEFFERSON LIMER 
Kiss; court; marry; hate and it came 
out Court and Marry. She was more 
interested in that than Lorie's future. 
"Then Em took sick. Pneumonia. 
She caught it walking the beach of a 
wet night, watching Jeff's light across 
the Cove. 
"Lorie and I and Doc Gains pulled 
her through, sick as she was, but it was 
a hard fight and I think we were all 
bone-weary when she turned the 
corner. I know I was. Lorie was 
wonderful tending her aunt like a born 
nurse, spelling me in the sickroom and 
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running the house as if it come 
natural, when Em had hardly ever let 
her boil an egg. 
"Em wasn't too ill for thoughts of 
Jeff. His name threaded her ramblings 
day and night and when she got 
rational, and a bit stronger she 
pestered us to call him up and ask him 
to come and see her. We tried to put 
her off but finally Lorie, much against 
the grain, went to the phone. We could 
hear her talking in the downstairs hall. 
" 'Surely he'll come, Serena.' Em 
was still weak. 'It's only being neigh-
bourly, isn't it? And you're here. He 
needn't be scared of talk.' 
"Before I could answer Lorie came 
back. Jeff couldn't get away from the 
store right now, he was stock-taking, 
and he expected some travellers but 
he sent his respects, and he promised 
to visit Em as soon as ever he could. 
"Em got all of a twitter. 'Hand me 
my mirror, Lorie, and get that lipstick 
for me. And the rouge. I need a mite 
of colour, don't I? I wouldn't want 
Jeff to see me looking like a hag.' 
'Twas pitiful to see how eager she was, 
daubing her mouth with scarlet ... 
fairly plastering the lipstick over the 
fever cracks . . . putting rouge on her 
cheeks, getting Lorie to tie a bow on 
her hair as if Jeff might lift the knocker 
any second. Of course he didn't come. 
" 'I held the receiver down,' Lorie 
told me, whispering, when we were at 
supper in the kitchen. 'I couldn't for 
shame talk to Jeff over a party line. 
Why, oh! Why,' and her voice rose, 'is 
she such a fool? And where is it going 
to end, Serena?' 
" 'Sssssh !'I said. 'Em'll hear you. As 
for Jeff, I'll slip over to the store 
tomorrow and talk to him.' 
" 'But he despises her. He must. 
Making such a laughing-stock of them 
both. You can't ask him to come 
here.' 
" 'I was thinking of something else,' 
I told her. It'd just struck me I ought 
to be working on Jeff, not Em, for a 
change of mind. Why shouldn't he 
marry her? She'd make him a fine, 
capable, loving wife and he'd be far 
better off in a home of his own than 
pigging it alone above the store. Of 
course I didn't say anything to Lorie. 
"Em waited patiently till after dark. 
She wasn't downcast that Jeff hadn't 
come but lay, propped with extra 
pillows, a hopeful smile on her clown-
painted face, sure she'd see him 
tomorrow. 
"I was, I admit, plumb tuckered 
that night. I kept yawning and nodding 
as Lorie and I sat downstairs, for with 
our patient on the mend we'd relaxed 
our constant watch in the sickroom. 
Lorie noticed how tired I was. 
" 'You sleep in the spare room, 
Serena, and get a good night's rest or 
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you'll be the next one sick,' she said. 
'I'll sit up for a while and then take 
the cot in Aunt Em's room.' For I'd 
been sleeping, or napping there for the 
past few nights. 'I'll hear her if she 
needs anything.' 
" 'She ought to have a good night. 
Her temperature's down and ... all 
right, Lorie,' I said. So I went to the 
spare room and never was a feather-
bed more welcome. I slept dreamless 
and sound till the crack of dawn when 
a hysterical Lorie shook me awake. 
" 'Come quick, Serena! Quick! 
Aunt Em's ... ' She didn't finish but 
I sensed what it was before I got to 
Em's room. Em was dead. She'd 
passed away in her sleep. Heart, the 
doctor said when he came. 
"After the funeral we found out how 
obsessed she'd been with love for 
Jeff. Her will, dated a few months 
earlier, left everything she owned to 
Jefferson Limer, with never a mention 
of Lorie . . . I daresay she'd almost 
for gotten she had a duty toward her 
adopted child. The annuity died with 
her and except for a few hundred 
dollars in the bank her sole property 
was the cottage and its contents. Jeff, 
of course, refused the bequest, or 
rather he sold the house and contents 
and turned everything over to Lorie so 
she could go to the city. She took a 
business course, got a job in your 
office, Adam ... and that's all." 
A puzzled frown crossed Adam's 
face. "But I don't understand, Mrs. 
Hubley. At the beginning you said ... " 
"That Lorie McNab always got her 
own way. She wouldn't be crossed. 
Lorie was determined to leave the 
Cove . . . and leave it she did." 
Serena's black eyes bored into his, 
willing him to read more in her words 
than she said. 
"When I was stripping Em's death-
bed I saw on the underside of her extra 
pillow a lipstick smear, like a gaping, 
painted mouth." 
"Y L . ?" ou mean or1e mu .... 
"Don't say it. They're both dead 
and nothing can ever be proved, one 
way or another. 
" 'Why should the beautiful die?' 
the song says. It's because sometimes 
people like you, Adam, are sent to be 
instruments of justice." 
The Dour One left the Cove next 
morning and the following afternoon 
Jeff phoned Serena. 
''Serena? This here's Jeff. A parcel 
come for you by carrier. Looks like 
flowers. Want me to send it up?" 
"Thanks, no. I'll be along to pick 
it up myself, Jeff." 
Jeff's guess was correct. Flowers 
were in the box, long stemmed, dark 
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red roses. their fragrance :fighting 
against the heavy store smell when 
Serena lifted the lid. A card lay on top. 
"Gratefully, Adam J. Wainwright," 
she read and passed it over to Jeff. 
They were alone so she explained: 
"My boarder, Jeff. That's his right 
name. He was with Lorie McNab 
when she died." 
"I felt he'd something on his mind, 
that's why I sent him to you. You 
helped him?" 
"I hope so." Serena tucked the card 
in her pocket and replaced the lid. "I 
think I'll take these up to the grave-
yard." 
Jeff's impassive face showed no 
emotion but he nodded his head. 
"Maybe that's what your boarder had 
in mind, Serena." 
She didn't contradict him. 
The stone, storm-pitted little church 
overlooks the Cove, and the climb to 
its portals and the cemetery are hard 
on the breath but the view is worth the 
effort. Serena paused as she always did 
when she came to the hilltop, her eyes 
taking in the grey-green Cove with its 
familiar roofs, the moored craft on the 
glassy water, and beyond, the blue, 
tumultuous Atlantic. This was her 
home. Not a house below her but what 
had felt her footstep, not a figure 
moving doll-like in the distance-some 
woman at a clothesline, or spreading 
fish on the flakes, a man chopping 
wood or rowing to the slip-but was 
her neighbour and her friend. And all, 
at one time or another, had called on 
her for help, because her small wisdom 
was greater than theirs. That should 
have been enough. It wasn't. A 
stranger had demanded compassion 
and pitying him she'd forgotten old 
loyalties. 
Serena walked slowly to the end of 
the churchyard where Lorie and Em 
McNab lay buried side by side. She 
took out the sheaf of flowers and put 
half of them on the young girl's grave. 
"You loved him, Lorie, and died 
hoping he loved you," she murmured 
in the sea-wind, "so you'll for give me 
if I blackened your memory. Better a 
lie against the dead than heartache for 
the living." 
In the afternoon sun the text on the 
headstone, chosen by Jeff, shone like 
gold. "They were lovely and pleasant 
in their lives." 
Ah, yes. Lorie had been lovely, and 
Em pleasant. 
She moved to the other mound and 
laid the rest of the roses over Em's 
grave. Emma McNab, patiently wooed 
but never won by the bashful Jeff, and 
who had died not under a stifling 
pillow held in treacherous hands, but 
suddenly of a stroke in church one 
evensong. 
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